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ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag now brings out two hard copy versions per year, one in 
February and one in August. While there are no visual aids in the 
hard copy versions, the online version is enhanced by pictures 
accompanying the writings and the profiles. GloMag Online is the 
coming together of writers in their diverse manifestations, thoughts, 
and expressions, and the visual interpretation of these. Sometimes 
the original thought of the writer gets completely lost in the 
interpretations. Visual aids help us to decipher the writer’s 
intentions, and at the same time, enhance the reading experience. 


Either way, GloMag remains euphoria, engaging all your senses at 
once. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a 
lake, and you turn the pages. Suddenly, a hundred voices are talking to 
you, capturing your thoughts. Time stands still, and you become 
engrossed, oblivious to anything but these beautiful writings, 
expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, participates 
in a cosmic experience, it sways and chants. Somewhere someone 
is telling you about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 


And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It’s time to go home. 


~ Glory Sasikala 
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DOCTOR’S ASSISTANT 

Sunny morning, as usual 

I drop my child, and then sit and sip 
At a road-side tea stall where 


A middle-aged man scribbled names on a piece of dull paper 


Calls received, calls denied, requests pouring down, 


His master, a famous pediatrician, 300 names already listed. 


He mutters, abuses and sometimes asks in anger to take 
dying children to hospital 


But mobile continues ringing, 
WhatsApp filled with pictures of ill children— 


Cough, cold, breathing trouble, fever, nausea, bruises, rashes 
and on. 
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Beleaguered with requests, he rants to himself, “Has my 
master no partner in the town? 


Have all his mates died?” 


Harassed, he orders tea, smokes, and pleads closest ones to 
come in the cool evening. 


“300 names, 300 children, a doctor will attend a day, 
Is he too good? Is the physician a superior man? 

Or is he a machine? 

Who is his enemy? Whom can he neglect? 

Or are the parents too fools? 


Are they not free to buy the best for their little ones?” I 
argue. 


Meantime, his mobile rings again 
And he accuses, admonishes, and assures in the end 


The best he can for their ill wards. 
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Abu Siddik: I am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. I work as an Assistant Professor. I have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. I have also 
published 10 books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 
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STRAWBERRY LIPS 

I dream that your strawberry lips 
are on mine when I close my eyes. 
I lied when I said that I do not miss 


you, my love to you is written in stone. 


Your heart is an infinite source of joy. 
I want to be free and not ever forgiven 
When are you ready to remember that I 


need you more than my silent treatments. 


When I smell your perfume, see your smile 
I seldom think of death and its dark troubles. 
I barely speak about love. Should I get down on 


my knees before kissing your strawberry lips... 
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Ahmad Al-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. His 
work has appeared in print and online journals globally. His 
poems have been translated into several languages such as 
Farsi, Chinese, Spanish, Albanian, and Romanian. He has 
published some poetry chapbooks, and a collection of short 
stories. He has been nominated for Best of the Net 2019 and 
was also nominated for the Pushcart Prize 2020. 
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LOST POEMS 
I often light the candles in fall. 


Faint rays illuminate the path of my memories. 


There are rain and darkness outside the window. 
The drizzle blurs the outlines of the houses 


and gives the trees a silvery glow. 


Cold sparkles on the branches. 
Melancholy and longing grow 


when new poems are born in silence. 


Fear grows within me, 


that I didn't remember everything 


and I will not stop the passing of time. 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, and editor. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
and Albania as well as other organisations. She has received 
two medals—the Nosside UNESCO Competition in Italy 
(2015) and European Academy of Science Arts and Letters 
in France (2017). She has also received a reward of 
international literary competition in Italy, “‘Tra le parole e 
‘elfinito” (2018). She was announced Poet of the Year 2017 
by Soflay Literature Foundation. She also received the 
Bolestaw Prus Prize Poland (2019), Culture Animator 
Poland (2019) and first prize Premio Internazionale di Poesia 
Poseidonia- Paestrum Italy (2019). 
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IN SEARCH OF A HALO 
Look there are tears on the moon—golden drops. 


Where do they fall in the dark night? 


A beam here and there of cars and like creatures— A no- 
entry sign 


If it falls on tarmac will a plant grow there? 


Will the plant grow up the walled darkness and glow with 
Queen of the Night, a delicate white jasmine 


fragrant like laughter of a once-lost heart now free of all — 
Free at last of all. 


Who knows where the road goes—only the vehicle, without 
the driver 


for the driver has disappeared into herself/himself 
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in search of what s/he left in her/his pocket when s/he was a 
child dreaming of life’s promises. 


They say s/he’ll find them in the moon 
in the flower that grows on the path 


where nobody goes. 


But s/he. But I... that path. That nobody else knows. I go 
there. 


Will anyone find me — when I have gone far — there... 
wisp of gold 


leaves no trace, but a hint of blue green 


Blue moon has a halo and it is far 


It watches your eyes change smiles... 
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Ambika Talwar: She, Ambika Talwar, is an India-born 
poet-artist-educator whose vision is to create beauty in 
different ways and invite you to your brilliance. She has 
authored 4 Stars and 25 Roses (for her father) and My 
Greece: Mirrors & Metamorphoses — a poetic-spiritual 
travelogue exploring our human purpose. Published in 
numerous anthologies, she received the Nissim Int’! Poetry 
Award (2021), Bharat Award for Excellence in Literature 
(2022) and two Pushcart Prize nominations (2018&2022). 
She is a board-member of the CaliforniaStatePoetrySoc. 
Also a wellness practitioner, Ambika practices IE: Intuition- 
Energetics™, a powerful fusion of healing modalities for 
speedy recovery of ailments. Recent retiree as English 
professor, Ambika makes her home in Los Angeles and in 
New Delhi, India. 
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ALWAYS, SOMEWHERE IN THE WORLD 


People are always crying. People are always starving. People 
are always dying untreated. People are always homeless. 
People are always unclothed. People are always going 
through untold suffering. People are always oppressed. 
People are always getting killed. Somewhere in the world. 


People are always bursting into laughter. People are always 
overeating. People are always wasting lots of food. People 
are always living in tremendously luxurious hotels. People 
are always wearing immensely costly and gorgeous dresses. 
People are always floating on the sea of ecstasy. Somewhere 
in the world. 


Aminool Islam: I am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. 
I work as an English language instructor. I have contributed 
to various anthologies. I am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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THE RECENT WIDOWER 
He is tired, tired. 

Yet he cannot, will not admit it 
Even to himself. 

He must go on 

No matter if she is gone 

For the children 

For the parents 

For himself. 

He has shaved his head 

He has performed the rituals 
He has fed the village 

He has fed the town neighbours. 
He gets up. 

The children are still sleeping. 
The maid knocks at the door 


He opens the door and lets her in. 
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She stares at the mound of bottlegourds 

Left over from the wake. 

They begin to distribute gourds to the neighbours. 
Cranes begin to fly out from the toddy trees. 

The river flows on to the sea. 


The children get up asking for tea. 


Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: She is a retired civil servant based 
in Bihar. She writes, mostly poetry, in English, Hindi, 
Punjabi and Urdu. She was awarded the NISSIM 
International Poetry Award 2019, the Reuel international 
Award 2020 for Non-Fiction Prose, the Destiny International 
Community of Poets UK Awards of Poet of the Year 2020 
as well as Critic of the Year 2020, and again in 2021, and the 
Women Empowered Green Heart Award in April 2022. Her 
work is featured in many online literary platforms and 
several international anthologies. 
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DESERTED RAILWAY PLATFORM 
Silence gestates over 

an unkempt patch of raised land 
quiescent by a railway track 

grass invading by leaps and bounds 
raises its head seeking the unknown 

in lush waves of faint zephyr 

the tilted rusty bench basks at an angle 
like reclining Buddha about 

to attain Nirvana 

the lone tree a bystander 

now betrothed to silence trembles 

at the shriek of whistling monsters 
Only the sun feels its pain of loneliness 
its buzzing bustling rhapsody 

once diverging out into 


meadows, markets hamlets 
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Only the caressing breeze palpates 

its sighs, remembering a maelstrom of footsteps 
petering out to far away villages 

Only the spilling moonbeams serenade 

nimbly wiping away its tears 


with an anchal of spangled dream. 


Anchal: the decorative end of a sari 


Amita Ray: She is a former Associate Professor in English 
based in Kolkata. She is a Translator, Short Story writer and 
Poet. She has four volumes in translations of noted Bengali 
authors to her credit. She has translated Abanindranath 
Tagore’s KHIRER PUTUL, which has been inducted into 
the Post-graduate curriculum (English) of Burdwan 
University, West Bengal. The book was also shortlisted for 
the Sahitya Akademy Award, 2022, of English translations. 
She has also published a collection of short stories titled 
TRAIL OF LOVE AND LONGINGS. She is an executive 
committee member of Intercultural Poetry and Performance 
Library, Kolkata. Her debut collection of poems UNTIL 
BIRDS SING was published in September 2022. 
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YOU 

I saw you again 

at the Bugti hillside in Baluchistan 

where Nawab Akbar Bugti was once assassinated 
I saw you again 

at the Lahori Gate in Shahajanabad 

which doesn’t exist anymore 

and I saw you again in the eastern ramparts 
of the Gwalior Fort 

a Maratha smile etched 

asking me, are you still looking for me 
“abhi bhi,aap humey dhoond rahey hai” 
your legs dangled playfully 

in a sea of sand 

and memorials 

a deafening wave 


of old talks 
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older smiles 
older laughter 
gripped us once 


again 


Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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MY VALENTINE 

My Valentine’s not a woman 
This is a pure love 

St Valentine loved children 

I too love my son 

He may be all of 20 now 

But he is (my) love 

For when he is happy 


He makes my heart a dove 


The world may not accept him 
And he may not, the world 

But there is no one like him 
From head to toe, I ken 

For he can make the sun to rise 


In a metaphor 
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When he’s happy and at work 


Or play, in our poor hearts 


My Valentine is my boy 
This is all I’ve got 
From him I learn to hate no one 


But it does not end here yet 


I have five Valentines 
My lady, our two young ladies, my niece and my son 
They make my life complete 


And now my Valentine poem’s truly done. 
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Ampat Koshy: Dr. Koshy A.V. prior Assistant Professor 
(English literature), Jazan University, Saudi Arabia is 
currently working as Assistant Professor (English literature), 
Mt. Carmel College, Bengaluru. He has many books, 
degrees, diplomas, certificates, prizes, and awards to his 
credit and is also an editor, anthology maker, poet, critic and 
writer of fiction. He runs an autism NPO with his wife, Anna 
Gabriel. Two of his co-authored books published in 2020 
were Amazon best-sellers in India and the USA, namely, 
Wine-Kissed Poems with Jagari Mukherjee and Vodka by 
the Volga with Santosh Bakaya. He recently won a 
certificate in Italy for his poetry. His latest book is A Sonetto 
for the Poetic World/You heard the Scream, didn't you? co- 
written with Santosh Bakaya. 
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I VENTURED INTO LIGHTS 
You invited me to lights 
and giggles. I ventured into 


the sea of smiling music. 


Everyone greeted everyone. 
All patted others, in dazzling 


array of lights. 


I enjoyed riding the sea 
and bared my lights and giggles, 


I wished accompany me forever. 


Suddenly, all the lights went off. 


All music stopped; giggles 


turned into invisible howling. 
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I searched for you 
in every nook & corner; 


but failed to trace. 


Finally, I discovered you 
on the higher stage, under an array 


of giggling lights, I released some time ago. 


Aneek Chatterjee: He is a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. He has published more than five hundred poems in 
reputed literary magazines and anthologies across the globe. 
He has authored four poetry collections and co-edited one. 
His fourth poetry collection titled Archive Avenue 
(Cyberwit) came out in October 2022. Chatterjee’s poem 
Tramline and the Man has been adjudged one of the best 
contemporary poems on survival by a South Africa based 
Poetry Journal, ‘Pick Me Up Poetry’. Chatterjee was a 
Fulbright Visiting Faculty at the University of Virginia, 
USA and a recipient of the prestigious ICCR Chair (Govt. of 
India) to teach abroad. His poetry has been archived at Yale 
University. 
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THE MOON IS MY LOVER 
The Moon peeps through the cloud 
As if it is my ardent lover 

I lie on the sands and watch the sky 


It descends on the river 


It slips into my room through the 
Skylight in the night hours 
When I sit in the balcony it smiles 


Through the bed of flowers 


It follows me when I go and keeps 
Me under its mystic spell 
It touches my heart with its beauty 


And in pride it would swell 
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I don’t know how to get rid of it 
In this slipping old age 
As I ink down this poem it smiles 


Perched on the leafy hedge 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He was born in a small 
town, Brajrajnagar, in Odisha, India. At present he is 
working in the coal mine sector and writes poems and stories 
when he gets time. He has already published two books of 
poems—Fragrance of Love and Melody of Love. He is 
working on his third book now. His poems have been 
published in many national and international anthologies. He 
loves to write romantic poems. He likes travelling and 
meeting people of different nationalities and cultures. He 
takes inspiration from the simple life of villagers and 
Nature’s beauty. He enjoys walking by streams and into 
forests to be with the flora and fauna. 
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NOWADAYS 


I wrote a love poem of satin 


and trimmed it with lace 

They told me to tear it down the middle 
and call it Heartbreak 

Where is the cuss word 

the daring satire 

the dig at manhood 

the flab, the scars 


of the real, beautiful you? 


No more the swing of rhythm 

the sway of rhyme 

Cut it down to staccato lines 

for don't you now stride the skies? 


They wanted a bed of thorns 
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a pillow of broken stars 

Show us how you rub them 

to spark the fire that you breathe 

Make it bitter (it bites better, they said) 


To hell with your rose milk dreams 


I hung up my tattered song 
They call it brave, honest, and strong 
I still sit in its latticed shade 


making roses out of what was stripped away 


Anju Kishore: Formerly a finance professional, Anju 
Kishore is a Pushcart Prize nominee, a published poet and an 
award-winning editor of numerous free-verse anthologies. 
Her book of poems, ‘...and I Stop to Listen’ (2018) inspired 
by the civil war in Syria was well received. Her poems, 
some of them prize-winning, have been part of many 
anthologies and journals. 
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IT’S OKAY NOT TO BE OKAY 
There’s no harm 

in being a little sad sometimes— 

a little vulnerable, a little broken 
We are all but prisoners of thoughts 
spinning a thousand stories 
sometimes crumbling 

sometimes creating 

all in the mind. 

You must be strong 

we are often told 

but why get caught 

in the maze of dos and don’ts? 

If you fall down in weakness, 


you were also born to rise. 
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A setback is not defeat— 

you are allowed to rest 

retreat and realign. 

When the mind is full of dark thoughts 
let the soul refill with light 

and look beyond. 

The world can wait 

and you can live 


despite it all!!! 
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Ankurita Pathak: She is an author, poet, TEDx speaker, a 
certified Life Coach and Trainer and a_ seasoned 
communication professional with 16 years of experience. A 
former journalist, she is currently working with FICCI as 
Joint Director. Her tryst with writing began as an 11-year- 
old, when her first poetry was published in the Northeast 
Times. She has been regularly writing articles, poems, 
travelogues and short stories for newspapers, magazines, 
portals, and blogs. She, along with her brother, has co- 
authored a coffee table book in 2021 titled Black Coffee & 
Metamorphosis. Ankurita has co-authored several books— 
Concerns & Voices; Daffodils; Pristine Scars; Dreams, Days 
Passed, I Am Woman, Quiescent Verses, GloMag, to name a 
few. 


38 


METAMORPHOSIS 


Like a moth to the flame, 
She is drawn to him. 

His brilliance lures her in 
with intoxicating appeal. 


She is the bird that flies into his window, 
lying dazed at his feet, 

waiting to be gently lifted in his hands, 
and held to his heart. 


He looks deep into her eyes, 

as she melts under his charm. 

His healing touch warms her heart, 
and gives new life to her. 


No longer a moth, 

she is now a butterfly. 

Life is now a beautiful blossom, 
all because of him. 


39 


Ann Christine Tabaka: I am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. I am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. I have 17 published books. I was nominated 
for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. I was the winner of 
Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year (Poetic), my 
bio is featured in the “Who’s Who of Emerging Writers 
2020 and 2021,” published by Sweetycat Press. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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ODE TO TAGORE 

A man who was a living example 

of how one can overcome real life challenges 
as easy as schooling a child 

and as harsh as loss of relatives 

pangs of death 

pain of betrayal 

Loss of love 

Even hurt from a selfish society 

But always planted a new tree 

Came with it a new leaf 

then came a new bud 

Blossoming into a new flower 

Like everyone his life was given by God 
he earned it by his great teachings 


as musical and diverse as vibes of life. 
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Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a middle school teacher in 
Bihar. He is a regular contributor to GloMag. He has 
received a letter of appreciation from the President of India 
for his poem. 
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MOTH-EATEN... 

Moth-eaten memories 

Limping, 

Rheumatic fingers shaken 

Luckless lovers flurry the whirlwind 
Broken leaves in tranquillity made them cry 
Azur sky 

Angry grey clouds 

Fluttering 

The alluring warmth of Autumn 
Caressing 

Cleavage of sky 

Midnight autumn rain 

Night in silence 

Smelling the rain fragrance 
Caressing nostalgia 


Memories of her melodies 
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She never loved 


Just said thank you. 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier’s College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated into 
various languages. Savage Wind is his first poetry book, a 
bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by Mexican poet 
Josep Juarez. Song Of Pebbles is his second bilingual poetry 
book, which is translated into French. Poetry, photography, 
and paintings are his passions. 
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THESE KINDLY ONES COME 
These Kindly ones come, 

Come from all nations. 

They wave hands multi-coloured. 


They have kindly faces 


These Kindly Ones dig, 
Dig wide deep wells. 
Right from down deep, 


Sweetest water swells 


These Kindly Ones spring, 
Spring limbs into dancing, 
They sweeten this world 


With their honey-flow of chanting 


45 


These Kindly Ones are light, 
Like rainbows and butterflies 
That alight on new mothers 


Who croon old lullabies: 


Lullay, Lullay, Lullay 


Lullu, Lullu, Lullu ... 


Barry Pittard: I am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
I am a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. I have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, I worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, I am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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GUSHING OUT 
Criticism lies shallow 
in the hearts of all 
Praise seldom heard 


for achievements, big or small. 


Wide-eyed beings 
to see the mistake 
but turn a blind eye 


to the strides you make. 


But don’t you dare 
lend them an ear 
unless it’s constructive 


uplifting and sincere. 
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Keep your head up 
walk boldly and proud 
Let your achievements speak 


without you making a sound. 


Life’s too short 
to entertain negative thoughts 
always gushing out, 


out of others’ minds. 


Bevan Boggenpoel: Born in Salt Lake, Port Elizabeth, 
South Africa, Boggenpoel completed a Baccalaureate in 
Education at the Nelson Mandela Metropolitan University. 
He launched his debut Anthology 1 December 2016. The 
book was well received by the public and he sold 200 copies 
locally. He is also an author at a South African website 
known as Litnet (Literature Network in South Africa). His 
poetry is written in a South African context that covers 
different issues in daily life. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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POETRY 

It is that pain 

Which torments you always 
It is that sorrow 

Which wants to come out 


But alas, cannot 


It is that pain 

Which shivers on your lips 
and sits as a teardrop 

In the corner of your eyes 
It is that ache 

That like an arrow 


Pierces your heart 


It is that pain 


Which sometimes 
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Flows in torrents 

Like a river 

And spreads the whole world 

Like water vapour 

Blooms to beauty 

Like a flower 

It is poetry of life 

It is the rhythmic dance of sorrow and happiness 


Woven into words. 


Bharati Nayak: She is born in the year 1962, is a bilingual 
poet, critic and translator from Odisha, India. She writes in 
English and Odia. Her poems have been published in several 
magazines, journals, anthologies and e-books of national and 
international repute. She has so far published three books as 
single author and six books in collaboration with others. Her 
latest book is a poetry collection, namely, Poetry and 
Friendship co-authored with American poet Daniel Brick 
and published in 2022. She has been felicitated by many 
literary groups for her literary contributions. 
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DIRE STRAITS 

ode to Mark Knopfler 

The window was open just enough 

to let in the cool night air. 

The day itself had been hot, tough, 

but now, in a backroom, somewhere 

in the distance, the Sultans of Swing played 
Creole. Rough notes spilling in quick-time, 
twanging double-bar off the guitar, 

to clatter across a wooden floor, then made 
reverb sustain into notes that rhyme: 


Mark may have sung of sultans, but he was Czar. 
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Bill Cushing: Returning to college after serving in the Navy 
and working on ships, Bill Cushing earned an MFA from 
Goddard College. Published in numerous journals and 
anthologies, both online and in print, Bill facilitates a writing 
group (for 9 Bridges Writing Community). Bill’s 2019 book 
A Former Life was honored with the Kops-Featherling 
International Book Award; his chapbook (Music Speaks) 
won 2019’s San Gabriel Valley Poetry Festival chapbook 
competition and won a 2021 New York City Book Award. 
His latest chapbook, . . .this just in. . ., was released in July 
2021 and combines artwork with selected poems. Bill is 
finishing up a memoir focused on his shipboard days. 
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FILL MY HEART WITH SPRING 

I can hear the birds sing 

For sure it is the song of spring. 

The winter gray has faded away, 

And nature enchants with its colourful display. 
Squirrels wake up from wintry slumber 
Embarking on their marathon number. 
Meandering bees collect drops of nectar 

To nodding blooms softly whisper. 

Verily coldness of hearts too melts away 


As season of festivities is in full sway 


Somewhere a limping heart looks at the sky 
Praying to be given another try. 

For it too is entitled to colors of spring 
When dreams and fantasies take wings 


To walk the valley where elixir flows, 
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Unmindful of woes and throes. 
Verily each life yearns for blissful reasons 


So to start afresh, let spring be the season. 


Bilquis Fatima: She loves Nature and speaks for social 
issues, expressing her feelings in the form of short articles 
and speeches right from her college time. Poetic Aroma is 
her first published book of poems and she is a regular 
contributor to GloMag and On Fire Cultural movement. Her 
poems have also been published in Spillwords Press, Sahitya 
Ananad journal, Destiny Poets (UK), and commended by 
various other national and international publications. She has 
also contributed to some anthologies, Queen published by 
Vishwa Bharti Research Center being the first one, 
Nostalgia by Prose and Poetry Group, Inked Thoughts by 
The Impish Lass Publications, The Roseate Anthology, 
Ruddy Ravens and Cheshire cats and Rusty Rats by The 
Significant League group, being the latest one. 
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I WILL COME BACK 
Keep waiting there, 


I'll come back 


Bidding adieu, while, 
I had noted 


your cloudy eyes 


The naughty wind 


playing with the withered leaves on the street 


And a woeful sky 
Trying to conceal its greyness, 
With the smile of 


A waxing crescent moon 
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The void of time 

Can never be filled in, 

Life feels emptied 

Every time after a joy visits, 
And a callous winter 


Sends me to loneliness 


But be sure I’1l come back, 
Overcoming these uncertain roads, 
In my never-ending love for poetics 


Ill find a path to reach you 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet from Jaipur 
Road, Odisha. His poems have been published in magazines 
and anthologies of repute. 
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TO THE ONES NOT HERE 
we raise our glass 

let’s toast to the ones not here 
raise our glass 

spare a thought 

to the ones we miss 


the ones we love 


let’s raise our glass to them all 


if only they could be here right now 
at this very moment in time 

we miss them dearly 

and so wish they were here 

no matter how far 


to share their laughter 
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their smiles 


and everything they are 


so, let’s raise our glass again 
to all the ones 


we miss and love 


let’s raise our glass again 


to the ones we love 


Brian Mackenzie: I was born in Inverness in 1949 and lived 
there until 1969. Since then I lived in Lond and Saudi 
Arabia. I have worked most of my life in the Airline 
Industry, which enabled me to travel the world quite easily 
and cheaply. I am now retired and have lived in Spain for the 
last ten years. I only started writing since I retired in 2009 
and it is only in the last few years that I started writing songs 
and poems and I suppose have become quite prolific. I self- 
published 6 books, and 1 book was published by a publisher. 
The second is soon to be released. 
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RAIN IN SUMMER 

Rain suddenly arrived as a surprise guest 

in Summer, 

an orange hibiscus began to sparkle, sprinkled with pearls, 


leaves awakened from slumber. 


An old woman hurriedly rushed to her backyard, 
and pulled out all the clothes meant to dry, 


with wrinkled hands to fold them wrinkle-free. 
In the corner of the street in my eyes’ vicinity, 
some stood, seeking shelter underneath a shop’s roof, 


a few school children, men, women, and a brown puppy. 


The aroma of cardamom tea married air 


somewhere nearby, 
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the sky continued to shower its blessings, 


the earth shimmered and smiled after a long time. 


As for me, layers of memories unfurled, 
bringing back stories, written on the pages of time, 


in nostalgia, as I drenched, wet enough till the next spell. 


Brindha Vinodh: She is a poet, writer, blogger and a former 
copyeditor. She has contributed to several anthologies and 
has been published in several international magazines, e- 
zines and journals, Glomag, Soflay, Metverse Muse, Setu, to 
name a few. She has recently released her debut poetry book 
titled Autumn in America & Other Poems through Setu 
publications, Pittsburgh, USA. Her recent achievements 
include commendable mentions in two categories, “Poet of 
the Year” and “Critic of the Year” for 2021 in Destiny 
Poets’ International community of Poets (COP) Wakefield, 
UK. 
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EXHORTATION 
Eyes peered 
Into 


Definite descriptions 


Accidental enlightenment 
Visions 


Faith oaths 


Unfathomable abyss of the implausible welcomes you, as 


The pledge of the Lord’s signal destiny. 


Radiation perceptions 


Innocently 


Forage a crater 
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Of compliance and 
Obedient 


Accidental blindness 


Dramatic and deliberate the horizon faintly welcomes-this is 


The last time you will hear from me. 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 175+ 
journals. Carl has published three poetry books and his latest 
book Playground of Destiny features poetry, short stories 
and photography (Impspired Press) His two photography 
books were published by Praxis. He was nominated for two 
The Best of the Net Awards (2021-22). 
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It was a day 

when calm waves 

rose like walls. 

Crowding deep inside, 

swallowing, huts people in one go. 
Then went back as if nothing happened. 
This side we were counting dead, 
staring at bare ground, 

once home and house. 

Till today sea remains silent, 


unable to answer its fury. 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out into 


a collection. 
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QUEEN ELIZABETH II 

My Queen is dead who through the years 

Stood constant through the storm of generations 
Turmoil of changes, the tempest clears 


She was the mother of many nations. 


She did not preach grandiose theory 
To millions as other leaders decreed. 
A sensible woman, nothing eerie 


In her solid mind, met her people’s need 


For an unspectacular decency 
Which was spectacular lived to its end 
Hers was a very English monarchy 


Ruled steadily with duty its best friend. 
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Your duty is done, from labours take rest 
The marathon you ran is fully run 
You paid your debt to us with interest 


And now a new reign at last has begun. 


Christopher Villiers: I am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. I work as a writer. I have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of poetry. 
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DARK AGES 
Now we are in Dark Ages 
that cold, gray stretch after New Years 
a long journey through the cloudy days 


where Winter rules the skies and the land 


dirty snow lingers at the curbsides 
broken leaves pile up in windswept corners 


featureless clouds hover close above 
even when the sun peeks through the gloom 
it only highlights the frost coating the brittle fingers 


of the dead brown grass and bare trees 


April’s awakening seems so far away 


on the far side of an icy wasteland 
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our muddy footprints lead us snow-blind seekers 


on a seemingly endless march towards Spring 


Dale Adams: He lives in Bethany Oklahoma with his wife, 
1 dog, and an unknown number of guitars. He enjoys reading 
history and science, and music. He has been writing poetry 
and composing songs since 2011. Dale has established 
SoundCloud and YouTube Channels, and has converted 
poems into songs for other poets. Some of Dale’s 
publications are Warriors With Wings Anthology, and 
Fallen Angel Anthology. 


https://soundcloud.com/dale-adams-272904153 
https://www.youtube.com/user/DrBuggs13 
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CHRISTMAS HAIKUS 
Our coming Christmas: 
a new space to others 


to serve the Folks. 


Christmas is to being 
as have been the joys 


to pass the time. 


Simple Christmas Tree 


breadth of a wholeness 


painting Space 
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Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, painter and 
photographer. He is a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Poets of 
the World, (IA) International Authors, Surrealism Art, 
Friends of The Blake Society, Nietzsche Circle, and others. 
He is the Director of Gallo Tricolor Review and Robespierre 
Review. He has participated in many Festivals of Poetry and 
Theater, and has collaborated and collaborates with various 
magazines and magazines such as: Otoliths; The Stray 
Branch; Down in the Dirt Magazine; Allien Buddha Zine; 
and others. 


gallotricolor@ yahoo.com 
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THE CALLING 

Lay me down by the shaded pool 
The river in my eyes 

Feel it flowing 


A bird crosses the sky 


Naked I stand among corn rows 
The harvest having come due 
Memories are changing hands 


I hear a voice singing 


In the night I hear 
A voice in the rain I 
See eyes in the moon 


I count the stars 
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On a black satin sheet 
Where I lie down 
And cannot sleep 


Feathers 


David Norris: He lived in Asia for 30 years. He resided in 
Seoul, where he lectured in writing and literature for the 
University of Maryland University College-Asia on US 
military bases all around the peninsula. His work has 
appeared in The Chariton Review, Taproot Literary Review, 
Poetry San Francisco, USA Deep South online, and The Dan 
River Anthology. David was born in the small town of 
Covington, Virginia, way up in the Alleghany Mountains. 
He left when he was 20 and has been traveling ever since. 
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STALE PIZZA 

The hell of solitude. 

The horror of an alien in your bed, 

The chain which appeared so inviting, the lesser terror, 
The emotion which seemed all encompassing, 


Now is as substantial as a shadow. 


The voice which once held the sparkle of a mountain stream, 
Now rasps like a song heard once too often. 
The form which had once enslaved, 


Now holds the magnetism of a pizza gone stale. 


The thoughts which had once kept your mind dancing, 


Now grate on your tired cerebrum 


Like a car whose brakes have been pressed once too often. 
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Is this all that ‘Love’ is? 
Can there be nothing more? 
Is there nothing beyond a tired possessiveness, 


and a ragged tolerance? 


Deena Padayachee: Dr Deena Padayachee is a medical 
doctor, a graduate of Natal University in South Africa. He is 
the recipient of the Olive Schreiner and Nadine Gordimer 
prizes for prose. His poems have been published in India 
(GloMag), the United Kingdom, the USA, Australia and 
South Africa. His book of liberation poems, A Voice from 
the Cauldron was published during Apartheid in 1986. 
Some of his oeuvres have been translated into Xhosa, Zulu, 
Tamil, Hindi and Italian. He has been invited to speak at 
literary conferences at universities in Germany, India, 
Denmark, Mauritius, the USA and South Africa. 
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TOO MUCH WOMAN 

Lillies and swamps do not flourish together. 

Both exude an ashen melancholia. 

One reaches for sunlight, from golden great heights. 
The other repulses it from burnt umber depths. 

But life blooms anywhere. 

A shock of quiet presence, of inching essence. 


Gives much pleasure. Gives more pain. 


Enters Winter, come laden with frozen promises, 
wrapped in slender ribbons of glinting sunlight. 
They thaw into butterflies, these 

winged wispy creatures fluttering about my face. 
My lips lick my thoughts into words. 

Flowers sprout from their delicate stems. 


They melt hearts. They draw blood. 
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I paint each one a different hue of rapture, 

achingly aware of their ephemerality. 

My limbs extend into wild jungles in unleashed rampage, 
Rosebuds become my lips, chrysanthemums, my hips. 
And skin mine are petals glued together. 

Some soft. Some silken. Some satiny. Some suede. 


I sing in flowers. Whimper in thorns. 


Deepika Chand: She is quintessentially artistic and sees 
herself as a Poet, Artist, Mystic, Empath, Forest Lover, Tea 
Person and a Mind Wanderess. She has won Editor’s Choice 
Awards in the U.S. in the past. More recently, she was 
honored by ‘The Nissim International Poetry Prize’ 2020. In 
addition, she has co-authored her debut book The Blue 
Hours with Professor and Pushcart Nominee, Dr. Koshy 
AV. Her poems have been featured in _ prestigious 
anthologies. Presently, she is writing in her new glowing 
Avatar ‘JUGNI (The Mind Wanderess)’ which is an 
explorative inward journey in conversation with her alter 
ego. She also. paints ‘Abstract Figuratives’ and 
‘Portraitures’. Her canvases embellish homes all over the 
globe. Three of her paintings have graced the covers of 
Karamvir Puruskaar Awardee Rashmi Anand’s books. 
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JOURNEYS 

You smile 

I do too 

You think you've set the bait 

I think alike 

Don't you see there's so much to agree on 
And yet so much left to understand 
There’s a point where you give up trying 
You choose to look another way 

I stand there awhile 

Uncertain 

You look back 

Trying to warn me of a life that will hit back 
A life that might keep me breathing 

Or a life that maybe I’d kill 

I know you are on the verge 


I’m too 
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There’s a pause somewhere 
And then we all walk in our journeys 
You in yours 


Me in mine 


Deepti Singh: I am a doctor by profession and a writer by 
passion. I love to write poetry and prose on Nature and 
human psychology. I am a silently keen observer who finds 
liberation in penning it all. I find music and books are my 
best companions. 
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HUMANITY 


Each one of us has a unique origin culture and belief system 
which 


despite our religious and linguistic differences does not 
change 


the fact that we are one human nation — We all have 
emotions that are 


guided by our inherent moral compass however much we 
protest against it — 


modernity has changed life for billions of us in the time we 
live in now 


despite economic religious and _ personal constraints. 
Politicians might control 


how we integrate in society or how we as a global society 
should function 


most of us interact with each other by pure instinct and a 
sense of commonality — 


We rejoice when a baby enters this world and mourn when 
that life comes to an 


end which make us reflect on our spirituality. We protest 
again injustices social 
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decline and inept leaders governing our daily lives but we 
also enjoy what this 


life this existence has to offer. Some of us lose our way and 
seek out false welcome 


prophets to soothe our human melancholy with detrimental 
consequential existential 


consequences. We all deal with a myriad of human emotions 
and experiences. 


We all experience love loss and laughter. Let us marvel in 
the glory of this world 


but be realistic about our biological clock ticking away as we 
deal with the loss 


of loved ones like a veil they pass through as we keep the 
faith to reunite with them... 


Hug each other. Be kind to one another. Forgive each other. 
Learn from one another. 
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Don Beukes: He is a South African, British and EU Poet 
and writer and Poetry Chapbook Reviewer at The Poetry 
Café. He is the author of The Salamander Chronicles; 
Icarus Rising-Volume I (ABP); and Sic Transit Gloria 
Mundi. He taught English and Geography in both South 
Africa and the UK. His poetry has been translated into 
various languages. He was nominated for the ‘Best of the 
Net’ in 2017 as well as the Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 
2016. He was published in his first SA Anthology In Pursuit 
of Poetic Perfection in 2018 (eBook) and his second, Cape 
Sounds in 2019. He is also an amateur photographer. 
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MANWISE-WISE 

Man has three developmental stages: 

the Is, the Will Be, and the Will to Be. 

This trinity of phases are cages 

that invent and identify the beasts 

that advance/inhibit humanity 

(the frustrations, efforts, failures, rages, 
aspirations, successes, tragedies...)-- 

Their interactions provide the pages 

of plots, characters, chords, scores, melodies 


that fuel our opera-biographies. 


Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in 
love, fell in love fell in love. Love’s Autobiography is the 
first part of a longer meditation, The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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LOVE AND THE MOON 

In the vast blue again and again 
Until the baby Moon runs in vain 
Crescent in form but grows too fast 
Neither can Nature its shape recast 
No beauty is said without the Moon 
No love is penned, none can swoon 
Neither a bride and nor a bridegroom 
Without Moon they remove a gloom 
Here is the Moon and there is not 
Many a battle for it has been fought 
Many a romantic play has got form 
How many lives get many’s storm 
Either in joy or in melancholy mood 
Appears the Moon as it once should 
Offers it lives and souls to all hearts 


Love can't be shown after it departs 
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If fate is sure and governs all on Earth 
Heaven is richly found on the heath 
Sparks of love is shown everywhere 


How long Moon in sky does appear 


Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in 
the district of Koraput, Odisha, India. He is working as a 
Lecturer in English in Dr.B. R. Ambedkar Jr. College, 
Lamtaput in Koraput district in the Department of Higher 
Education Government of Odisha. He has contributed to 
various anthologies. He has recently got the Honour of 
Pentasi B World Featured Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a 
member of more than 55 poetry groups in Facebook. He has 
been honored as the team reviewer of many poetry groups. 
He has also published many Odia and English poems. 
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DELUSION 
Translated by Ula de B 


With force out of reach to birds 
the biting force of violence 
dimmed the birth of brightness, 
to once again 

lead into murk of the day. 


Saddened with such a moment, 

with unknown power, 

at times they rise up from the fall, 
which did not evince their smallness, 
but those, 

who humiliated them mentally. 


Woken from delusions of kindness, 
without sneer, 

with a playful glance 

they build the nests of reason, 

so, like the winged, 

they could hide from being devoured. 
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Eliza Segiet: She graduated with a Master’s Degree in 
Philosophy at Jagiellonian University. She received the 
Global Literature Guardian Award from Motivational Strips, 
World Nations Writers Union and Union Hispanomundial 
De Escritores (UHE) 2018; nominated for the Pushcart Prize 
in 2019 and 2021; won the Laureate Naji Naaman Literary 
Prize 2020; International Award Paragon of Hope (2020); 
World Award 2020 Cesar Vallejo for Literary Excellence 
Laureate of the Special Jury Sahitto International Award 
2021; and World Award Premiul Fanus Neagu 2021. At the 
international Festival of Poetry CAMPIONATO 
MONDIALE DI POESIA (2021/2022) she won the title of 
vice-champion of the world. She was awarded the Bharat 
Ratna Rabindranath Tagore International Award, 2022. 
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POSTSCRIPT TO A HEARTBREAK 

Or 

(all the reasons why I stayed with you and why I broke up 
with you) 


Etched carefully against the root of a tree; Careless curls — 
grass; lawn liveries, like the Sun, filtering through peroxide 
shades of your gold-orange, reminded me of Velyammachi — 


my great grandmother. Her Tobacco-box, latticed wood 
with small squares - co mobius folds in fermented olive 
and other forest shades; tube of lime paste; betel nuts — 


whole and crumbled, like memories of my grandfather 
effused in the sweet, dull-acid perfume of pan and red — 
kind and gentle smiles — you shared with me a few evenings 


and chai — brown; unadulterated by milk, your eyes — 
my mother’s eyes; and how can I forget the gentle puffs 
of white — did you know? Your 555 clouds took me back 


my father singing Malayalam songs into my ear — a boy 
knitting love and a pungent sweet un-breath with paternal 
love. 

If you weren’t any of these, I wonder — Who were you? 
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Feby Joseph: Hailing from state of Kerala, Feby Joseph 
describes himself as a spiritual vagabond, currently working 
as a Piano teacher in Mumbai. Feby is the winner of Reuel 
International Prize for Poetry, 2020. Some of his works have 
appeared on Café Dissensus, Foreign Literary Journal and 
The Bangalore Review. 
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OUR FASTING 
The fasting ends today, 
rings have been exchanged, 


wine shall be shared. 
No affliction to bring down, 
no fury, no sound. 


My Sabbath remains. 


Our fists wave at the dishonest, 


uncovering an angel’s peace. 


Blowing waters flow, 


unprotecting the corporate beast. 
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Ferris E Jones: He is an award-winning, internationally 
published poet and screenwriter living in Puyallup 
Washington. His work has appeared in both print and online 
magazines including as the featured poet for Creative 
Talents Unleashed. He is the recipient of two grants from the 
Nevada Arts Council and the Editor/Publisher of Nevada 
Poets 2009. Ferris has twice received honorable mention 
awards from Writers Digest annual screenwriting contest. He 
is also the Author/Editor of seven collections of poetry. You 
can learn more about him by visiting 
www.inquisitionpoetry.com where each month he features 
the work of other poets, thus spreading the word of poetry 
throughout the world. 
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SOLD TO THE HIGHEST BIDDER 
Clanking in chains 


Gnashing in pains 


Beaten and battered 


Traded as barter 


Beating and whipping 


Wailing and weeping 


Led like sheep 


Into the merchant ship 


Down with fever 


Thrown down the river 
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Hunted and haunted 


Reduced and daunted 


Totally wrecked 


Many miles they trekked 


Tropical fruits 


Cut off their roots 


Far from family range 


To places very strange 


Grief-drunk and sober 


Dark cloud and somber 


A tale so bitter 


Sold to the highest bidder. 


Francis Otole: He is a Nigerian-born poet and academician 
resident in the Federal capital city, Abuja, Nigeria. A 
member of the Association of Nigerian authors (ANA) and 
many other literary groups, he is an award-winning poet 
from the local and international scenes. He has been featured 
in magazines, journals, and anthologies locally and 
internationally. He is a graduate of the prestigious Benue 
State University and a student of life. His hobbies are 
reading and writing. He is married with two children. 
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LOVEIS... 
A mother’s tear at her children’s delight 
Her toiling for them whether day or night 
An unconditional care, unparalleled devotion 


So tender and kind, yet the strongest emotion 


A father’s sweat beads to feed his kin 
No matter how tired, his ability to grin 
The look in his eyes when he fails to express 


The pride in his voice at his child’s success 


A family’s deep desire to give roots and wings 
A sibling’s endless patience with crazy mood swings 
Grandma’s food made with wrinkled, soft hands 


Granddad’s wise words and a smile that understands 
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A lover’s gentle touch while wiping falling tears 
Sweet efforts to help smile, to forget qualms and fears 
A husband’s sincere praises of his wife being the best 


A wife’s ardent commitment to him above all rest 


Thoughtful gestures and deeds by a loyal, caring friend 
An excited lick from a pet that adores its master no end 
A feeling that will eternally be paramount on this earth 


Richer than the richest treasures, invaluable in its worth. 


Gargi Sarkhel Bagchi: The Ist prize winner of ‘The Reuel 
International Poetry Prize, 2022’, she hails from Pune, India. 
She is a university topper in her M.A. with German studies. 
The thesis she wrote there was published by GRIN 
publishing house, Germany and is available on Amazon 
worldwide. A German teacher for over 18 years, she has 
been pursuing her passion for writing since 2013 and has 
contributed her writings towards innumerable prestigious 
national and international publications. Though currently 
engaged full-time as a tutor with Deutsch Uni Online, 
Munich, for students world over and as a German corporate 
trainer, she looks forward to publishing a compilation of her 
writings soon. 
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WOULD YOU GO FISHING WITH ME? 
Every once in a while 
You tempt fate 


Unaware that you are placing the bait 


Without knowing 
What kind of fish 


Inhabits the waters 


Sometimes the fish bites 
Not the bait but you 


As you wait 


Blood drips 


From your hands 


Painting the fishing line red 
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The fish 
Refuses to wait 
Hunger is greater 


Than everything else, mate 


From one hand to another 
Legs are accessible even better 


You drop the line to defend yourself 


Throwing away the bait 
You look for your fishing mate 
Every once in a while 


You tempt fate 


96 


Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, capturing the 
voice of a solitary flower blossoming from a rock or the bird 
sitting on a hanging branch, sometimes the setting sun or the 
sea in her camera as well as in the words she weaves. That 
she has been a part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel 
Prize awardee and had commendable mention at Destiny's 
Poet is incidental. In her first book, In My Skin, I Find 
Freedom, there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a 
common thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free 
woman. 
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LOOK INTO MY EYES 

Look into my eyes once again 
Delve deep within 

Dissolve your doubts and pains 

Let them fall like autumn leaves 

Let us relive those magical moments 


of love and togetherness 


Listen to the rhythm of heart and flow with it 
Bridge the gap, the painful gap 

That makes your ink bleed 

Puts me in an abyss of despair 


And makes us stand an ocean apart 


But where love is the crux of life 
Distances are powerless 


So, let all the differences fall apart 
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Let our love flourish again 
Like the flowers that bloom 


After the harsh winter passes 


Come to me, hold my hand 
We breathe to live not to die 
Let our love be alive again 
Feel the resonances of hearts 


Paint my sky and make it yours... 


Gayatree G Lahon: Hailing from Assam, Gayatree is a 
teacher by profession and a poet by passion. She is a post- 
graduate in English literature from Gauhati University. She 
is closely akin to Nature and her poems delineate her 
feelings very beautifully. She calls herself an aesthete who 
finds beauty in every aspect of life. Even the complexities of 
life compel her to scribble in her own way. Her poems have 
been published in various anthologies and magazines, both 
in India and abroad. 
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Outside, it is still dark, 

A procession moves slowly. 

A temple car, accompanied by men, 
Chanting loud, in ecstasy, fills the street. 
Smells of burning camphor and incense 
Waft in the air. 

A line of men and women 

In traditional attire, follow the car. 

For a moment, it is Deja vu. 

Almost reliving an ancient time, 

As we Stand witnessing a bygone era 
From the pages of history 


While the world sleeps. 
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Geeta Varma: She is a poet based in Chennai. She has 
worked as a teacher and a freelance journalist for some time. 
She has to her credit two books of poems and is a regular 
contributor to a few online magazines. She lives in 
Neelankarai with her husband Shreekumar Varma and has 
two sons, Vinayak married to Yamini, and Karthik. 
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JOUSKA 

In between the pauses of conversations we push, 

When our minds are still talking to each other, 

And our hearts hear the rhythm so familiar to our ears, 
Unspoken words fill lacunas going by the name of silence, 


We celebrate that tranquil moment that echoes music we 
hum 


In unison we drift in silent invisible sound waves. 


Although the heart knows that there is an entire ocean’s 
turbulence marauding, 


Crashing its breakers of chaos on rocks of stubbornness, 


While a jouska plays on adding to the commotion feigned in 
silence, 


Before this earth opens up and swallows our thudding hearts 
Won’t you embrace love waiting to sprout entire forests 


Of unfinished sentences longing to bloom into verdant 
dreams? 


Come take that first step to calm the tides of confusion 
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That fog our minds from seeing the one and only truth, 
That love waits to unite us in the orb of eternity, 


Where the sky meets the sea. 


Geethanjali Dilip: Professor of French and poet by passion, 
Geethanjali Dilip’s four published solo anthologies include 
Geethatmaa, Song of the Soul; Hansa Geetham-Song of 
the Celestial Swan; Poetry Voice-Geeth Dhvani; and Soul 
Riff - ATMATARANG with good reviews. She is the 
recipient of “The Reuel International Award for Poetry’; an 
awardee in the category of commendable mention for her 
poem at ‘The Great Indian Poetry Contest’; and an awardee 
in “recognition of exhibiting literary brilliance par global 
standards”, on the 75th Anniversary of Independence Day 
from the Gujarat Sahitya Academy. She curates Yercaud 
Poetry Festival, strongly believing that poetry connects the 
world. 
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AS IGROW OLD 

One who was so good at 
swallowing feelings 

facing life with stoic acceptance— 
how easily I laugh nowadays! 


how easily I cry! 


I break even— 
not knowing how to live 


not knowing how to die 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, writer and publisher residing 
in Chennai, Tamil Nadu, India. She is the Editor and 
Publisher of GloMag—a global poetry and prose magazine 
(monthly). 
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PAIN 

alone 

like the silent night 

waiting in wasted hope 

my memories relive 

careless words spoken in anger 
frozen like stalactite crystals 


in the frigid air 


cruel words unkind scathing 
trapped deep in memories 

her heart unyielding 

cannot cleanse vindictive words 


in waters of forgiveness 


my soul suffers 


in painful bleeding silence 
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hurtful words spoken 
in haste like a speeding arrow 


cannot return to the bow 


the punishment for my folly 
is worse than slander 


I pay the price for my jealous pride 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and has been writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the Poetry 
Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, and 
Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live Poets 
Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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SPACE 


Between summer afternoons and evenings 
The low viscous hisses continue to count, 
the broken stone steps, sorrow’s blue weeds. 


I live still in the ineffable silence 
Walk somewhere, find a lonely corner 
I dream over, words elude me. 


A thin sheaf of no more than a dozen pages 
spilling from the accordion folder, 
documents are scattered across the desk. 


Neat and cursive on the handwritten confession, 
the bookshelf talks in whispers to its shadow 
under the mottled ceiling lights. 


The sightlessness tassels words into responding beam 
warmed by the anxious flights, 
where sunset quivers outside in the Palm trees. 


Memories draw out the killer lance tips, 
drafting the stains on the wall, 
old conversations debate the angle and colour scheme. 


My home is now an exile’s grandeur, that 


bends to receive the abundant solitude, 
there’s still fire in the silence filled vessel. 
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Gopal Lahiri: I am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. I have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published twelve volumes of 
poetry in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, 
I have also solely/jointly edited eight anthologies of poems 
in English and also have one translation work of short stories 
of Israel, translated by me from English to Bengali. Two 
recently published books of mine are Crossing the Shoreline 
and Some Resonance, Some Desire. | have been nominated 
for Pushcart Prize in poetry category for the year 2021. 


108 


TO HIS SULKY BOY 

A New Dawn 

To count the dates, multiply 360 by 4. 

If not pleased yet, do I have to, by the splits of seconds, 
emphasize the elapse of the azure moments 


we have spun threads of samudaya in-between? 


How could your heart risk giving it 


to a stranger bearing an unclear face, on one turning corner 
in sansara? 


Such a fair heart that is prone to blindly trust, beautifully 
simple, pure and honest 


If I took its value for granted insolently, 
let me give you a ribboned parcel of eternal love, 


the only precious gift from me that has been especially 
reserved for someone, 


in compensation for every drop of the heavy tears 
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i caused you to shed; for every cinder of sufferings 
you surreptitiously burned with forbearance, 

for the length of this life__ 

O for the length of this whole life 


let me redeem the folly of my ruined years. 


Now, my beloved boy, pray be enough of glaring at me 
with eyes fogged by the illusion of doubt. 


Look into my iris closely, kindling the dying flame of your 
old love. 


Can you see a new dawn rise? 
Can you catch the bright message it spreads? 


(The first-ever kiss is sown upon the 
lips of the one that is loved.) 
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Hein Min Tun: He is an award-winning writer and multi- 
published young poet from Myanmar. He graduated from 
Mawlamyaing University in Mon State with a BA (Hons) 
degree in English Language and Literature in January, 2020, 
and is doing his Master’s. He is the recipient of 
‘Distinguished Writer Award for Excellence in Literature’ 
from the International Short Story Competition: “Bharat 
Award for Literature, 2021-22’ for his short story “The 
Outcast’. He has some poems to his credit in popular global 
anthologies. He is also the winner of the third prize in one 
weekly poetry contest on the Given Theme, held by 
ALSphere (Asian Literary Society) for his ‘Sonnet: Morning 
in Kalaw’. 
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SELFIE 
A Haibun 


I have taken so many selfies in your absence, draping myself 
in blues and greens. And when we finally met after four 
years, it was the perfect occasion to commemorate with a 
selfie. 


You came. I wore a printed lavender dress, slightly 
crumpled. You impressed invisible galaxies on my mouth 
with yours; I captured the montage in my soul. 


The next time around, I wanted to ask you for a selfie 
together. A memento of what you called a_ beautiful 
interlude. 


And you arrived again, pressing Monet’s flower gardens on 
my lips, giving me shelter in your chest. My soul waltzed to 
the moments in your arms. 


It is only after you left, that I remembered the forgotten 
selfie. 


divergent roads-- 
teardrops 


on a camera lens 
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Jagari Mukherjee: The winner of the 2019 Reuel 
International Prize for Poetry, Jagari Mukherjee is the 
Founder and Chief Executive Editor of the literary journal, 
EKL Review. She has authored four solo collections of 
poetry—two chapbooks and three full-length volumes. Her 
most recent publication is Exit Noire by Bookwryter. She 
has won numerous prestigious awards, including the 
Rabindranath Tagore Literary Prize for Book Review 
(2018), the Women Empowered Gifted Poet Award (2020), 
the Jury Prize at Friendswood Library's Ekphrastic Poetry 
Reading And Contest (2021), and most recently, The Bharat 
International Award for Literature 2022 For Short Story. Her 
book, The Elegant Nobody published by Hawakal was 
shortlisted for the prestigious Tagore Prize in 2022. 
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FEBRUARY 

That is the time for serious work. 
Odd radio concertos. Half-read 
classics. Occasional trips to 


exquisite museums. 


The time for hard red apples, 
sagging boots, chalk-white. 
Time for snow to cover 


winter trees. 


The day’s work has been done. 
The sun fell out of the sky. 

In this black night 

this deep night 


I stand and wait 
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believing only 
the miracles 


I see. 


Joan McNerney: She is the recipient of three scholarships. 
She has recited her work at the National Arts Club, New 
York City as well as other distinguished venues. A reading 
in Treadwell, New York was sponsored by the American 
Academy of Poetry. Published worldwide in over thirty-five 
countries, her work has appeared in literary publications too 
numerous to mention. Four Best of the Net nominations have 
been awarded to her. The Muse in Miniature and Love 
Poems for Michael are both available on Amazon.com and 
Cyberwit.net. Just released is a new title At Work. This 
collection shows colorful but realistic snapshots of working 
women and men in their daily lives. 
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CONNECTION 

in a fleeting image across the sky 
the eternal silence of a gliding wing 
there, a familiar, honest and true 
enough to guide a body through 


the love required to live this life 


hands stacked, a web, a vine 

a finger moves across a palm 

the fortune teller illuminates the bridge 
we travel together across this night 

no boundaries here to navigate 


no time, to age a perfect face 


look out to see the flowing water 
reflecting that which has gone before 


an ever changing bed of roses 
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to keep us warm and hold us close 
words create a recreation 

sweet music from moist embouchure 
and in our hearts the truth gestating 


in perfect season, a paradise born 


Joe Kidd: He is a multi-award-winning songwriter, speech 
writer, music/film critic, and ordained minister, inducted into 
Michigan Rock & Roll Hall of Fame 2017, recipient of 
Michigan Governor's and US House of Representatives 
certificates for work promoting Peace, Social Justice, 
Cultural Diversity. He lives in Detroit Michigan USA with 
partner, author/vocalist Sheila Burke. He has a CD titled 
Everybody Has A Purpose 2015, a book of poetry titled The 
Invisible Waterhole 2020. His works appear in benefit 
recordings, Music For Japan, and Songs For Standing Rock, 
and many poetry journals. He was on tour throughout North 
America and Western Europe. 


https://www.amazon.com/Joe-Kidd/e/BO89QYDXSM 
https:/joekiddandsheilaburke.com/ 
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I LIVED HERE... 

Decades have passed since I had died. 

Now no one embalms the breeze, 

as in Someone’s memory, my days did cease; 
though truthful were the seasons, 


why the intense scent of blooming had lied? 


They cleared loads of empty bottles from my terrace, 
I designed only the artful ones into vase. 
Who asks the creepers about their winding grace 


What’s the pain of clinging rootless, in a boundless 
embrace? 


I'm no more, no one listens to silence since decades. 


Birds too make nests, but never forget how to fly, 
making a soft bed out of the feathers, my fairy wings cry. 


After decades of forgotten living I learnt to die, 
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falling leaves choose seasons, I chose to treasure a lie. 


Decades have passed since grief heaved a sigh. 


Kakoli Ghosh: An award-winning author and poet from 
India, Kakoli reflects her deep concern about the aloofness 
of modern society toward the worldwide devastation in the 
name of religion and power. Awarded the title ‘Poet of the 
Year’ for her poetry book The Bridge published in the USA 
and ‘Author of the Year’ for the story Estuary published 
through Amazon Kindle, acquired her featured place in the 
Litteratura Magazine. Her short stories are published by 
Ukiyoto and have also been selected for their upcoming 
Mega Film series. Her first poetry book is Unfinished and 
her oeuvres are published in various anthologies. Kakoli is 
equally keen on writing in Bengali. She also paints. 
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PINK 

A World of Pink, would it be boring, you think? 

Cotton candy dream, frothy concoctions of icing cream, 
Cloud-castles tinged rose, like pink bougainvillea rows, 
Sacred lotuses afloat, pink, all around my boat, 

A juicy watermelon slice, cherry blossoms nice, 

On beach and lake, in shell and coral, Nature signs in pink, 
Mighty Petra too, stands pink, 

Hands be black, brown or white, palms are still pink, 

Let pink ribbons be on little girls' hair, not to disease link, 
In tulip and flamingo, Pink, does Nature glow, 


Pink, swims the sea-anemone to and fro, pink the plums 
grow... 


A divine salt, Himalayan pink, soft kitten paws baby-pink, 
In ruby and onion, tulip and flint, abounds the pink tint, 
Pink turbans festive, in my homeland, found, 

Pink rose petals on my Master's dargah, abound, 


Pink, my mother's treasured powder-box round, 
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Pink, the nacre tint my pearls bear, pink my first teddy bear, 
Pink, the ballet dancer's costume, Pink, Barbie's tea-room! 
If I keep speaking of Pink, I will need a whole volume, 


So here I stop, smiling in a healthy-pink bloom!. 


Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and Nature with a focus on 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and institutions, including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes in 
poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and content 
writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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SEASON OPINED 

Summer is a swirling stream of soft caresses. 
A season interwoven with bright memories. 
Summer’s soft gaze shaping this simple life; 


Sunshine returns, as do warm, balmy senses. 


Essence of bright, fresh flowers and grass; 
Cool water from the brook caressing your skin. 
Long inspiring afternoons making lemonade. 


Sitting in the sun dreaming of faraway lands. 


Reaching through time, everything returns; 
the cycle of nature comes with the season; 
Intertwined with ourselves and our breath. 


My mind reflects on each stone in the creek. 


122 


This is my home more than anywhere else, 
my body is carved into Father Times book. 
I swim slowly through the winding pools; 


fanaticizing of morphing into a playful otter. 


Racing downstream towards the blue waters; 
feeling a joyful exuberance once in the ocean. 
A dream is but a dream; for I belong here, in 
clear cool winding waters upon this mountain. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: He is a disabled veteran and prize- 
winning poet from New Hampshire, now residing in 
Oklahoma. He has six poetry collections to date; The 
Cellaring; A Taint of Pity; Zephyr’s Whisper; The 
Cellaring, Second Edition; Sonnets and Scribbles; and his 
latest collaborative book Inamorata at Twilight. Ken has 
been nominated four times for the Pushcart Prize and seven 
times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner for the 
2018 and 2019 Realistic Poetry International Nature Poetry 
Contests. He has recently begun producing Creative Content 
on his YouTube channel. Ken loves writing, thunderstorms, 
coin collecting and spending time with his rescue cats Willa 
and Yumpy. 
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THE THIRD EYE 

It’s the night 

of the third eye 

The eye of reason 

of love, of acceptance 

The eye for seeing differently 
At the end of the night 

the third eye becomes the dawn 
The dawn of love and hope 
that turns darkness to light 
blowing out hate 

And says 

Now you can see better 


with your mind wide open 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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A NEW BEGINNING 
It’s that time of the year again. 


I bid adieu to a tired year full of pain and ailments. 


Let’s beat the old heart, sow the seeds of Spring again, 
I want to be the vibrant summer in your heart. 
I lovingly touch and stroke the white streaks in your hair, 


smoothen the creases of worry lines around your eyes and 
face. 


I will fill you with smiles, kiss the dimples back on your 
cheeks... 


gaze at the hidden wonder of stars in your eyes, 
wash away the pain of all you lost in an agonizing year... 
I will iron out those anxious fears, 


those nights of uncertain terrors. 


It’s been a hard year, I know, 


your hand unperceptively shakes... and your back aches... 
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but I will be there to lift your shoulders, 
make you upright again... 

bring love and strength to you again. 
Painfully we have survived. 


So let us be strong, rebuild the hope and wonder back again. 


Ketaki Mazumdar: Ketaki Mazumdar, a poet, writes 
prolifically, passionately and joyfully. Her latest book 
Woodsmoke and Embers and she have been listed amongst 
the “Top 50 Most Influential Authors of 2021”. She was 
honoured as “Poet of the Year 2022”, by Ukiyoto 
Publishing. She was awarded “The Creative Author” by 
Maharishi Vedvyas International Award for Books, by 
Poiesisonline. She writes on life, love, Nature, women, 
mysticism and weaves a tapestry of India, in her book. She 
has received a number of accolades from her readers and 
several National and International Poetry Society groups. An 
educationist and a National Awardee, she has also authored 
many delightful children’s books. 


127 


A DELIVERY BOY 
Spic in uniform with a made up smile. 


As if he despised what he did by rote. 


The fragrant days lost their rays, 


Live with the buck, tidy or not. 
His kin, a leaf of the so-called stellar past, 
lived on the envy of the lesser mortals 


wore their badge with a chip on shoulder. 


Fragrant times were their treasure trove, 


so they thought; it was an afterthought. 
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He despised them too. 
Their past also had seen the tarred brush. 


His present was stellar without the stars. 


He turned the mic off and the barrage! 

His superior lost his voice, not the moorings. 
He too shed his anguish in the barren shed. 
He shared the boy’s bottled up rage 


where delivery was a made up thanksgiving! 


Did the boy see fecund days in the vicinity, 


better morrow for skills idling in a corner? 


The delivery boy hated to live in dreams, 


pinched his skin to feel the hollow pain. 


Is hope a swinging firefly in the dark? 
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Delivery at the doorstep has become a_ booming 
professional set up all over, including India. It is common 
to find educated, young and qualified people take up this 
job mostly out of necessity and least by choice. It could be a 
springboard or a dead end as the case may be. No one can 
be sure. 


K.S.Subramanian: He has published two volumes of poetry 
titled Ragpickers and Treading on Gnarled Sand through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata, India. His poem ‘Dreams’ won 
the cash award in Asian Age, a mainstream publication from 
New Delhi. He was once featured in Muse India, run by 
Central Institute of Indian Languages, Hyderabad. All his 
short stories, 16 of them so far, have appeared in various 
websites, notably Muse India, Indian Ruminations, Kitaab, 
and Indian Periodical. His poems have been highlighted in 
several anthologies, published both at home and abroad and 
webzines. He is a retired senior Asst. Editor from The 
Hindu. 
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FOOTPRINTS 
I walked tirelessly on the sandy shores 
the bristling desert road of time 


leaving my bleeding footprints behind 


the reckless blizzard wrecked me 
flung me across into the warring waves 


the fierce currents could not swallow me 


I swam against the billows and walked 
to return to my ordained path 


treading with more resolve and swerve 


I gave and took the gifts of life and love 


laughed and wept with gushing faith 


but walked on with grit undeterred 
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across stony paths, precipices, storms, 
ports and portals of barred constriction 


climbing through stiff ledges, chasms 


a difficult road I chose or made to cross 
dark woods, tangles, gardens and vines 


each a milestone of its own kind 


no moments to fall back on, wonder or slumber 
my footprints ever on the dotted line 
sculpted on hard immutable rocks 


despite all, my odyssey fine --- 
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Laksmisree Banerjee: Prof. Dr. Laksmisree Banerjee is an 
Award-Winning, globally well-known Poet/Author, Literary 
Critic, Educationist, Editor and Practicing Radio & TV 
Vocalist with several National and _ International 
Publications, Assignments & Awards to her credit. She is a 
Senior Fulbright Scholar, Commonwealth Scholar and 
National Scholar from the Calcutta University, a UGC Post- 
Doctoral Research Awardee and Former Vice Chancellor & 
Pro Vice Chancellor of Kolhan University, Eastern India. 
She has Nine Books of Poetry (Two more forthcoming), 
with One Hundred Twenty Academic Publications including 
Books. She is a Recipient of the International Reuel Award 
for Lifetime Achievement in Art & Literature; International 
Panorama Award for Poetry; and other awards. 
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MASKS OFF 

don’t live 

a double life 

you can’t have a side chick 


and still say you love your wife 


don’t make promises 
that you can’t keep 
remember, what you sow 


you also reap 


don’t hide behind your smile 
and your suit 
but secretly you are 


disrespectful and rude 
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daily the flesh and spirit 
are in a fight 
you can’t walk around with a heart full of darkness 


but act like a child of the light 


you can’t only 
be a receiver 
you have to practice 


to also be a giver 


be honest 
be true 
it will be beneficial 


for you 
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Leroy Ralph Abrahams: I’m an only child. I reside in 
South Africa, Port Elizabeth, Helenvale. I’m married to 
Eileen and we have two boys and one girl. I’m a published 
author of 4 poetry anthologies and also wrote one with 3 
other phenomenal writers. I started an outreach with Chantal 
Sam Moodaley in 2020 and we decided to name it Meet The 
Need. We serve the community every Saturday morning. I’m 
hoping to one day work with children who are also eager to 
write. I love to write and I’m in love with poetry. 
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THE TEARS THAT FLEW ME HOME 
While I was across the ocean, 

a golden bird I saw. 

To that one bird’s voice were added many. 


The cacophony caused within me such little effect. 


Yet, when | heard the Nightingale’s lamentable tone, 
so powerful, so beautiful, 


so sudden a change came. 


No flaxen wings sit upon the body of this bird, 
brown and hidden in the night. 

His melody, the only evidence he exists. 

He gets a frozen bill after finding his mate, 
but his song continues to speak to me, 

and the feeling of what I missed most 


sits upon my lashes. 
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There is no such bird in my country, 


only the memory of the tears that flew me back home. 


Linda Imbler: Linda Imbler’s poetry collections include six 
published paperbacks: Big Questions; Little Sleep; Big 
Questions, Little Sleep second edition (expanded with 66 
additional poems); Lost and Found; Red Is The Sunrise; 
Bus Lights; Travel Sight; and Spica’s Frequency. Soma 
Publishing has published her four e-book collections, The 
Sea’s Secret Song; Pairings, a hybrid of short fiction and 
poetry; and That Fifth Element; and Per Quindecim. 
Examples of Linda’s poetry and a listing of publications can 
be found at lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. When not 
writing, Linda and her husband build acoustic and steel 
string guitars. She is also an avid reader, lifelong learner, 
and enjoys conversations about ideas generated by life. 
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MIDNIGHT STARS 
In the night the midnight stars look more bright 


They light the sky as if they have the right to spread their 
light 


They assume the hearts of onlookers and keep them spirited 
overnight 


I often access their energy and might 
I compare my sleepless hours with their duty tight 
When the dark cloud ascends the sky, the stars get respite 


When the morning dew falls on the grass, they wave adieu to 
the night 


During the stars stay, I talk with them 

Exchange my thoughts with them 

Thinking them as my close friends 

They hear my voice patiently and display their lights 
Indicating to fill their light within me with delight 


Signifying their light is the hope even in the darkness of 
night. 


Their dutiful action, their persistent motion in the horizon 
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The silent role and serene mono action 
Mature reaction 

their benevolent gesture 

their knightly ride 


euphoric stride, makes them superior to my eyes. 


Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar, Orissa, 
India. She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and father 
from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful medium of 
expression. Her poems have been published in many 
magazines and anthologies. Her works include her very own 
published books: Rhyme of Rain; First Rain; Tingling 
Parables; Rivulet of Emotions; and Red Tulips. 
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A Valentine day poem for all the lovers out there. Keep 
loving. Love is the only solution. Love more. Love it is 
which elevates our soul to spiritual horizons. 


LOVERS 

It’s Valentine’s day, darling 

Love is in the air, red hearts raining 
Red roses, from the sky above, falling 


The lovers, waiting for their beloved, sighing 


To declare their love, one more time, 
I too want to say once again, you are only mine 
And I am truly yours, my sweetheart 


I love you darling, to million moons and back 


Your holding me, in your loving embrace fueling desires 


Your passionate kisses, always igniting fires 
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Red Roses for you, my dear Valentine 
Our delicious moments, memorable, pristine 
So no way, I will never forget you, ever 


Earnestly, I cherish our love, utterly unforgettable, forever 


Poetry Form: Roseate Sonnet Created by Dr Ampat Koshy 


Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP 
(Neurological Linguistic Programming) Practitioner, NLP 
Workshop Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer and Certified 
Advanced Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art 
Therapy workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. 
Lubna has managed to carve a niche for herself in the 
literary world by her ever-so-simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess 
Lubna’ is her pen name, her writers’ identity. Her love 
poems are spiritual and have a Mystical Aura. Lubna has 
written many poems for National and_ International 
Anthologies. Lubna graduated in Zoology and holds a 
diploma in Travel and Tourism and Export Management. 
Lubna is an avid traveller and has been to 35 countries. 
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LOVE IS REMARKABLE 
It’s Impossible to escape 


the Sycophancy our heart holds 


Are we seeking a new path? 


The days are getting more bright! 
Somewhere 
The wind blows 


with subtle rhythm 


A splendor emerges through 


the forgotten memories 


Exasperate yourself to refresh the memory 


to annihilate the unknown 
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Don’t go more deep down 
to regain strength 
Let the pain sprinkle 


From your heart 


None can stop 
a warm heartbeat like ours 


Love is remarkable 


Words are still in a nutshell 


and the lyrics are getting 


more and more divergent 
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M Vijayaraghavan Nair: He is a retired senior executive of 
a multinational pharma company. He lives in Parli, Kerala 
(india) with his family. Being a multi-lingual and prolific 
poet, he has written hundreds of poems in his native 
language Malayalam and in English. He has, to his credit, an 
anthology of poems titled Vaakku (Word) in Malayalam. 
Most of his works have appeared in periodicals, anthologies 
and social media. 
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THE CRACKED CLOCK! 
A magician poised 

On flattened dunes of time 
Where shadows merge 

And the calcium clouds 
Drape a polychromatic gown 
Fragments of cinnamon time 
Descend on the bosom 

Of the baked earth. 

And from womb of 

A cracked clock births 
Another future, 

A world of systematic chaos! 
The protector 

Erects like the invincible 
Himalayas holding 


The umbrella of cosmos 
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Amidst human antagonism; 
The sorcerer continues 
With his beatific tricks 
Forever trying to salvage 
His treasured creation; 


Man and his follies! 


Madhu Gangopadhyay: She hails from India. Her passion 
for writing began when she was in school. She has a Master 
of English Literature degree from Calcutta University and a 
Bachelor’s degree in Education. She has been in the 
education industry for two decades now. She has also been a 
content developer and has designed academic course books 
for senior school students and colleges. A soft skills trainer, 
motivational speaker, and an avid social worker, she is also 
an exponent of Indian classical dance forms. Currently she is 
pursuing MA in Psychology. She writes under the pen name 
#madmusings. 


http://madmusingspoetry.com/home 
https://www.facebook.com/madhu.gangopadhyay.5 
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ENIGMA 

Quietly I step towards what my heart leads me to 
Tiptoeing to the banks 

banks of the river of love 

Where passions flow trying to overflow 
Crossing over the boulders 

flowing over the sands of time 

Just as I was about to reach the brink of the untold story 
The story of our love 

Wrapped up in colourful shiny paper 

Enclosed in mystery 

New secrets unfolding each day 

for us to decipher 

For the world to decode 

An enigma 

That doesn’t baffle 

Nor perplex 


But soothes 
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Complex 

yet simplified 
Bewildering 
Yet enchanting 


and enlightening 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual 
writer (writing both in Hindi and English). A_poetess, 
blogger, lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social 
commentator and works with women and children. She is the 
author of The Night Jasmine And Other Love Poems. She 
is the winner of Icon Of The Year-Lifeskills Counsellor 
2015-2016, and Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for 
Creative Writing. 
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The charring juncture that has left indelible marks on my 
skin 


The frustration of the pathos that has long been 
Why do they keep reconciling from time to time? 
Filling me up with utter despair and dismal 


Like as if it’s in the continuation of a streak 


A few instants that I dotted on with immense pleasure 
They bring back ruminations piercing like a needle 
The dampening wraiths of misery 

The colorful zesty vivacious vibes 


They pull apart often, sometimes bringing a twinkle to the 
eyes 


Which one to hold? 


Which one to let go of? 
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Though I know everything happens for good 
However, I am unable to entitle it all to go 

Clasped in the turmoil that goes deep within 

Often I wonder why they don’t all just leave evermore 
The wisp of drudgery having blues 

Strangling in a convoy 


Oh! Just let me go....!! 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet, writer and social 
worker hailing from Kolkata. She is executive editor and an 
in-house graphic designer with The Impish Lass Publishing 
House, Mumbai and has 8 anthologies to her credit. Her 
creative contributions have been published in various 
national and international anthologies and she often gets 
featured in prestigious e-zines and is associated with several 
prestigious projects. She was recently featured in the 
prestigious anthology Aatish 2 alongside various stalwarts. 
She bagged third prize in Beyond Black Sakhi Annual 
Poetry Awards 2019-2020. She is attached to a social group 
named Share A Smile and volunteers for social causes and 
upliftment of the destitute. 
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BREATHLESS SKY 

Surrounded among the chaotic existence 
covered in the danger of storm 

trying to run, doesn’t matter how far I run 


the doubts shielded my soul 


Drowning under the depth of my thoughts 
teary eyes losing their sight 
the howling wind engulfing me within 


merging my hopes into despair 


Still, surrounded by the chaos 


the soul burning deep with failure 


Time stopped, looking at me 


the season also fumbled 
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leaving me alone 


in the sky that doesn’t have air 


Mehak Varun: She is the author of three books: The 
Humane Quest (volumes-1, 2 & 3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She is born and brought up in 
Jammu and settled in Chandigarh. She has been bestowed 
with ‘100 Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She 
has also been honoured with the ‘Women Of Influence 
2019’ award. Recently, she has been awarded Gitesh-Biwa 
Memorial Award of excellence for her article on woman 
power “I Just Need A Chance”. 
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CIRCLE OF LOVE 

Tribute to Dolly Parton 2022—A Christmas Poem 
Magic is the merry of love 

the mercy, the dance 

of the stars performs 

the circle of love 

the meaning of the baby 

that Jesus, it’s Christmas time. 
Jesus wept & played 

His Mandolin 

in blizzard 

these storms. 

Dolly Parton finds 

her red shoes, 

sings just one 


Christmas miracle. 
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“Circle of love 


when Jesus was 


99 


born. 


Michael Lee Johnson: He lived ten years in Canada, 
Vietnam era. Today he is a poet in the greater Chicagoland 
area, IL. He has 248 YouTube poetry videos. Michael Lee 
Johnson is an internationally published poet in 43 countries, 
several published poetry books, nominated for 4 Pushcart 
Prize awards and 5 Best of the Net nominations. He is 
editor-in-chief of 3 poetry anthologies, all available on 
Amazon, and has several poetry books and chapbooks. He 
has over 536 published poems. Michael is the administrator 
of 6 Facebook Poetry groups and Member of the Illinois 
State Poetry Society 


http://www. illinoispoets.org/ 
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VALUABLE LESSONS IN LIFE 


“My life is painful. I can’t bear this loneliness. I really wish 
my son was with me. And I want to spend the rest of my life 
in peace,” Vijay thought. He was bedridden due to a stroke 
followed by paralysis on the right side of his body. 


“Sorry Dad, I can't come to India. I will try to arrange a 
home nurse for you.” Vijay was shocked to hear his son’s 
words from Canada. He could feel the formality in those 
words. After all, his son was just doing his duty. Vijay was 
all alone in the big house after his wife’s death. Now this 
paralysis, which is no less than a punishment...He was 
feeling depressed and helpless. With tearful eyes, he 
remembered his loving wife. He was missing her love and 
care. But the bitter truth was that he treated her like a 
doormat. 


“Please take care, my dear son....”” His mother’s voice was 
ringing in his ears. He sobbed remembering his loving 
mother’s words when he cunningly left her in the orphanage 
years back. The news of her death also did not matter to him. 
He was busy building his business empire. 


“Do you know the saying that what goes around, comes back 
around? Nobody can escape from his Karma, son...” Vijay 
closed his eyes and sobbed remembering his mother’s 
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affectionate smile when she explained the valuable lessons 
from Bhagavad Gita in his childhood. 


Nalini Janardhanan: Dr (Major) Nalini Janardhanan, is a 
doctor who served in the Indian Army as an Army Medical 
Officer. She is a popular writer from Kerala who received 
the Katha Award and a writer of many medical books for 
which she has received the IMA Sahithya Award. She is an 
Akashvani artist of ghazals and bhajans. She has been 
felicitated with many awards for her contributions towards 
society as a Doctor, Singer, Writer and Army Officer. 
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I started on a white sheet 
On the hospital bed. 
As I was a girl, I was wrapped in pink 


Beside the blue-wrapped baby boy. 


My favorite color was red! 
I loved to wear red dresses, 
Red shoes and red ribbons on my braids. 


So did my doll. Even her hair was red! 


And in a red saree, I got married. 


I loved to wear blue on rainy days, 


Yellow in Autumn. 


Pink on the Valentine’s 


Even black on party nights! 
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As my hair started to turn white, 

And wrinkles started to be prominent 

I too started to wear lighter colors. 

Beige, grey, cream. 

Those were comfortable to wear at home. 

As I stayed indoors most of the time. 

In rain or in autumn, every day and every night. 
On a white-sheeted bed in my old age home. 
Where the only colorful thing was the sky outside. 


Blue. 


Nazia Islam: I am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. I write out of passion and 
sometimes, out of whim. I love Nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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DAMMED UP..! 

Slowly it came and fell in drops 
Washing the heat that scorched my heart 
The rain from the chest of the sky, 


The embedded stones as if..! 


In such a pouring weather 

Through the roads of the city, 

While reeling to and fro, 

Myriad thoughts flew away, 

in those staggering steps, 

Craving for the smell of lush greens 
A garden that father had taken care of 


Below the blue hills; on the banks of mighty rivers. 


Heels crack while looking for the colour of mud, 


On the footpath of this withered city, 
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Well, chest too cracks apart here..! 


Starving for a little rain sheltering under the poesy itself. 


Nothing to say about time and its play 

Reminds me only of the loss of life always.., 

Seeing the sewage pipe; the river Mulla and its dried face..! 
I long for a big flood of the Brahmaputra, 

In the hustle bustle of Pune city, 


I wait for my dammed up tears to break..! 


Nitusmita Saikia: Nitusmita Saikia, a bilingual writer from 
Assam, India, is presently working as instructor in National 
Cadet Corps. With poetry, she also writes short stories, plays 
and has been writing for magazine like FM, GloMag, Innsaei 
and Sahitya Samavedana. Her poems have been published in 
many national and international anthologies and in local 
newspapers, in blogs, etc. 
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DIVINE CONNECTION 
As I close my eyes 

The negativity within shies 
I bare my soul before Him 


I yearn for peace in Him 


His name I exalt, O Divine 


He talks I listen, O Divine 


Drowned in meditation 
Seeking respite from temptation 
Sinking deeper in this connection 


I’m pore deep in devotion 


His love for me is pure 


He watches over me from beyond azure 
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“Tis the purest of love 


In my trance, I flow like a dove 


My spiritual journey makes me soar 
Above the clouds! 


I feel safe, blessed and His mercies abound 


Nivedita Roy: Award-winning author and poetess, Nivedita 
Roy is a teacher by profession. She resides in the Kingdom 
of Bahrain and belongs to Lucknow. She is the author of 2 
poetry books and 1 short story collection. She has co- 
authored 20 anthologies till now. Her poems/articles are 
published in many newspapers and sites in various global 
magazines and newspapers. She often hosts literary shows. 
She is one of the editors for the ezine Brahmand: Voice of 
the cosmos. Her inspiration is her father who now rests in 
peace with the Lord God. She is in love with life and is 
enjoying her literary journey. 
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SORRY 
I wish I could take it back, but I can’t. 


I wish I would have never done it, but now it’s too late. 


I know I made you cry, but what I don’t realize is why 
I just want to go back in time, and right the wrong 
But...Give me one more chance and I promise Ill change 


I’ll never make you feel sorry or hurt you, not even when 
I’m in a rage. 


I’m sorry 
Sorry for what I did, Sorry what I did not 
Sorry for this, Sorry for that 


Sorry for... 


Sorry — Such an inconsequential word 

Such a simple word 

With the potential power to right so many wrongs. 
Yet it does not bring the old back 
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Yet it does not bring the smile back 


Yet it does not bring the trust back 


Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Immunology from 
the University of Oxford and a professional Bharatanatyam 
dancer. She works as a senior associate editor and has been 
published in many poetry magazines and _ anthologies 
(Glomag, The Poet anthologies, Sequoyah Cherookee River 
Journal, Visual Verse, and The Ekphrastic Review, to name 
a few). Her microfiction has been published by Potato Soup 
Literary Journal. She also attends poetry open mics 
(including the one organized by Rattle Poetry). She has 
published two books, She: The reality of womanhood and 
The many moods of water (both available on Amazon). 
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THE BEAUTIFUL MIND 

The moon sailed across the night sky, 

Like an elegant ship, white and regal 

The curtains, sheer and white, fluttered 

In the gentle breeze that swayed them. 

The man in the bed slept peacefully 

The woman, restless, sleepless 

Her weary eyes lovingly scanned his noble face. 
She marveled at this man who so willingly 


bore the challenges of life and would walk through fire for 
her 


She sighed softly as myriad thoughts rippled like waves in a 
lake 


The moon looked down at her kindly and seemed to say 
Still your mind, it is a beautiful mind 

that loves so much that it will not rest. 

Be peaceful and sleep, for tomorrow 


you will make more memories. 
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The woman smiled, a lovely smile 
that reflected in her luminous eyes. 


And the moon sailed on... 


Padmini Rambhatla: I am a high school English teacher by 
profession and homemaker, originally from Chennai. Last 
year, I moved to the USA with my husband, two sons, and 
our pet dog Nike. Starting a new phase of life here in 
beautiful, sunny Florida is exciting and slightly daunting. I 
teach high school English to my students from India and 
want to move into copywriting and _ proofreading 
opportunities soon. 
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ENOUGH FOR MYSELF! 
What is the moon if not for the sun’s light... 
From the stars in heaven 

To roots within the Earth, 
Oh, read in between lines 

To savour the poetry 
Embedded in these liaisons 
From one corner of the seas 
To the blue on the other. 
And the world tells me, 

A mere ordinary mortal that 


‘I must be enough for myself!’ 


If my flowers blossom in your warm sunshine, 
If all my fallacies are 
Tended to most kindly... 


If my fleeting laughter 
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Are dandelions you chase, 
If your aura beckons me 
To dissolve my edges, 
Enhance the sublime and 
Croon to my vulnerability 
I refuse to trust the adage 


‘I am enough for myself.’ 


Panjami Anand: Greetings, I am but a speck in the world, 
aspiring to be as aware and genuine as possible. My poems 
are fragments of my soul. Thank you for running your palms 
through them. 
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CIVILIZATIONS 

You are the very first to witness 

growing civilizations on the banks of rivers 
Mesopotamian, Indus valley, 

Egypt, China and the like 

With farming, cooking washing and bathing 


life slowly started evolving in settlements. 


Once you served as a conduit for commerce 
Built bridges across the rivers to connect, 
trades developed; men travelled places 
went across the borders, 

formed religions, arts and architecture, 
writing, storing and sharing information 
and through trade, conflict and exploration 


discovered cultures, cities and nations. 


170 


You have also witnessed their collapses 
but everywhere one thing remained common 
without your existence nothing worked 


and pray you should be flowing gaily forever and ever. 


Pankajam Kottarath: She is a bilingual poet and novelist 
and author of more than 30 books. Her poems, book reviews, 
short stories and articles have been published in many 
national/international journals and anthologies. One of her 
poetry collections has been translated into French. Three 
books on literary criticism discuss her works in detail. A 
book of critical essays and research papers on her poem 
titled “Poetic Oeuvre of K Pankajam” has also been 
published. She is the recipient of many awards. 
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BOARDED THE FLIGHT 2023 

We have boarded the flight 2023, 

With hope and a heart full of glee. 

Flight attendants, the acquaintances we meet 

Our peers, our friends, members of the fleet. 

The security instructions should be taken into heed, 
To overcome sickness and negativities when in need. 
The medicine for all the problems in life, 

The balm to all the hatred and strife, 

Is love and thought for one another. 

Thinking and bonding as brothers. 

This life so full of ups and downs, 

This life so full of happiness and frowns. 

Throw judgmental temperament out of the door, 

Let love and kindness mark the score. 

Knowledge and knowing other cultures be food on the plate. 
Harmony and unity be written on the slate. 


Tighten your seat belts of love to your heart. 
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Then your flight through this year will be on a smooth cart. 
Swish your wand of warmth around 

Let the golden stars of affection abound. 

Serve the magic of love on a tray, 


To overcome the moments of grey. 


Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: I am Dr. Paramita 
Mukherjee Mullick and I live in Mumbai, India. I am a 
scientist, a National Scholar transformed into an award- 
winning poet. I have published nine books and my poems 
have been widely published in national and international 
journals and anthologies. My poems have been translated 
into 40 world languages. Apart from numerous awards from 
Indian organisations I have received the Gold Rose from MS 
Productions, Buenos Aires, Argentina in 2019 and the 
Panorama International Literary Award, Greece in 2022. I 
am the President and Initiator of the Mumbai Chapter of 
Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library (IPPL) and the 
Cultural Convenor and Literary Coordinator of ISISAR 
(West India). 
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Death, be proud 

you held me ransom 

24 hours or more 

Tell me what do you feel 
am I worth holding 
hugging? 

my family 

children 

happy that they rescued me 
am not sure 

starting all over again 
there’s no big excitement 
anyway I did not see any angels 
fountains 

green 


I prefer Earth to Heaven. 


174 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of poetry: Norwich Musings (2003); 
Fire courts Water 2009; and Neem Gita 2011; He is a 
playwright with twelve plays published and performed. He is 
an Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the file of Drama for 
Autism. He is the Chairman of VELVI 


www.velvi.org 
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OUR LADY’S BEDSTRAW 


How right is The Beloved’s flower? Bright yellow petals 
stink of wet straw crowd in dense panicles atop square, 
upright 


stems, with mass of very narrow, thread thin 


leaves, six to eight together whorled. Weaver 


in her would be glad. It’s said Virgin Mary used clump of it 
as a pillow for her 


bairn’s bonce, to keep fleas off of him. Scary 


it curdles milk, sedates a mam afore birth, 
heals all inward wounds. Flowering tips 
distilled with water give a pleasant worth 


of summer sup to sweeten life’s gift. 


Wildflowers remedies to remember. 


but now a crime to pick and dismember. 
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Paul Brookes: I am a writer residing in Wombwell, 
England. I work as shop assistant. I have contributed to 
various anthologies. Eleven poetry books published. Two 
sonnet books, Othernesses published by JCSTUDIO Press 
and These Random Acts Of Wildness by Glass Head Press 
(both 2023) 
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ARBORGLYPH 

Faded words encarved still hold within them, 
The laughters witnessed, 

Giggles 


And the screeching of stone on the bark. 


Braving the wind and rain 

Scorching summer, 

And the harshness of winter- 

When snowflakes hug the words tight- 


Unaware that the laughters have long ceased when autumn 
visited 


And the hands that carved, frozen with indifference now. 
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Prabha Prakash: Prabha Prakash is a poet based in Kerala, 
a Chartered Accountant who likes to describe herself as an 
auditor who loves words more than numbers. Her first poetry 
collection Lost Monsoon was published by Writers 
Workshop, Kolkata in 2018. She is the recipient of Reuel 
International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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LET US CELEBRATE POETRY 

Let us celebrate poetry 

Let us celebrate life. 

Give a clarion call and the universe will reverberate, 
Grass will sprout, with new petals, new flowers 
Embryo will find safe shelter in womb 

The earth will give birth to the new Sun. 


So much positivity the Earth imbibes, unless you habitate 
can’t know. 


There is life in sunbathing 

The wind carries oxygen to your lungs 
Lend your ears to 

the murmuring sound of the brook, 
the croaking of the frogs, 

The bleating of sheep. 


Listen, how the earth recites poetry of life. 
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See the star-studded sky in the night, the rarest of rare pieces 
of poetry, written by the invisible hand. 


The Universe is sheer poetry! 


Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Prahallad Kumar Satpathy, who 
hails from Odisha (India), is a bilingual poet, writing both in 
Odia and English. He is a retired Associate Professor of 
Economics. To his credit, he has four published anthologies 
in Odia language. His poems are published in many national 
and international journals. Twice he has represented Odisha 
Sahitya Academy as an honorary member. 
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HOLOGRAM 

When we depart from this world, 

Let us not have lived in vain, 

Hope to make a difference, 

To someone or the other, 

Let our life be a lesson, 

To avoid the mistakes we made, 

To rectify them in time, 

Let my memory, my hologram make someone smile, 
Let my advice make a difference to someone, 
Let my going, make a better life for others, 
Through my body donation. 

This way it would be worthwhile, 

To be socially aware, 

The ultimate gift of life to as many as possible, 


To be useful, when brain dead. 
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Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition’s Women’s page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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ON A MOONLIT NIGHT 

It was about last night 

You and me both were glowing from inside. 
Hearing cricket’s song 

Together we spent a moonlit night, 

Together we cooked stories at sky’s courtyard. 
As well as our minds became fertile, 

bodies were inseparable 

Together we watched the fairy moon 

The night aroused the emotion of our souls 
The air moving between us tried to sense our pulses 


Your highlighted hair and rosy cheeks waved with the wild 
wind. 


At midnight breezing an old tune, 

the old fisherman returned to his far homeland. 
Our surroundings were already occupied 

by our vivid dreams 

As I kissed you on your glowing face, 
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A lure for life dazzled in your eyes 
Lightning flashed from the sky’s skinny breast 
promises kept to be fulfilled by each other forever, 


with an everlasting growth of pleasure. 


Preety Bora: Mrs. Preety Bora lives in Golghat in the 
beautiful State Assam (India) with her family. She writes in 
both English and in Assamese (her mother tongue). Her 
poems have been published in various anthologies and 
magazines in India and abroad. Being an innate lover of 
Nature, she allows her feelings and ideas to be expressed as 
free verse. Her poems visualize the beauty of Nature and the 
fundamental elements of life. Besides writing, she is fond of 
cooking, designing, and listening to music. She is one of the 
co-editors of a bilingual book entitled Hazar Kobir Sapun. 
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Leave the road altogether. 
Look for the little deer trail. 
The one that goes past 

The bushes and the bramble, 
Where wild champa still grows 
And bumblebees bumble, 
Where there is the fear 

Of the leopard’s ambush 

And the delight of spotting 
The flash of an oriole. 

Walk past birdsong and 

The chatter of macaques, 
Brushing aside paper mulberry 
And annoyed cobwebs. 
Follow where the brook leads 
To where the mushrooms 
Overrun a fallen tree 


And the pebbles are polished 
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Clean by the water. 
Somewhere that track will die 
Into a road much taken 


But it will be a day lived. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He is a_Thane-based 
epigraphist, historian, copywriter and poet. He has been 
published in several anthologies and magazines. He is the 
editor of Narrow Road Literary Journal, an e-zine of poetry, 
haibun and flash fiction. 
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ALLURING MORN 
Alluring kitchen, 
Dawn’s flavor 

Coffee being roasted 


Soon to be powdered, 


So many in wait, 
Impatient wait, 
for their sips, 


tasty sips and applause; 


mother or housewife, 
cook or one dedicated 
to kitchen , waits, waits 


for her turn, 


188 


still for the flavor. 
But one unlucky 
in corner looking in vain, 


forbidden by doctor; 


all for powdered 
and filtered like 
a Slave, yet, all round 


so much demand. 
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Radhamani Sarma: She did her graduation in English 
Literature from Ethiraj college, Chennai, and her post- 
graduation from Venkateswara University, Tirupati, She 
specialized in the plays of W. H. Auden for her doctoral 
thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
(PGDTE) CIEFL, post-graduate diploma in the teaching of 
English from Hyderabad. She is a retired Professor of 
English from Pachaiyappa’s College, Chennai. She has four 
published poetry anthologies and one book of short stories. 
Her works have been published in various journals and 
websites, and she is also a reviewer and a critic. She is now 
interested in mainstream poetry and haiku-related verses, 
with a keen interest in Cherita and gembun and Dua. 
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DEAD OR ALIVE? 

Your mail made me think of death. 

What is death? 

When does one die? 

Does A die for B when B cannot register A 


using any of his sense organs? 


Is death registered materially? 


Or one may be remembered or missed after death, 


never perceived in real time, yet alive? 


So, here’s an interesting thought: I am dead 
for you almost throughout the month until, 
you mail me and then 


I type my reply and mail it to you. 
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What’s the guarantee 
that the reply was typed 


by the person you think has always typed it? 


Rajnish Mishra: Rajnish Mishra is a poet, writer, translator 
and blogger born and brought up in Varanasi, India and now 
in exile from his city. His work originates at the point of 
intersection between his psyche and his city. He edits PPP 
Ezine and writes at 


https://rajnishmishravns.wordpress.com/ 
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CHERRY BLOSSOMS ARE SMILING! 

The violet flowers of cherry blossoms are kissing 
The rough exterior of the towering pagoda, 

And are looking with great expectations at 

The sky azure; the enchanting greenery around 
Is flanking the serene water of mesmerized pond; 


The whole atmosphere is sparkling in rainbow colours; 


This is a time to rejoice and feel the bounty 

Of nature in abundance; we are the three damsels 
Sitting on the wooden bench alongside the calm waters, 
cooling our hearts and souls in 

The pleasant surroundings; our colourful 

Kimonos are embellishing the Nature’s 

Canvas; behind us, the enchanting shadows 

Of green vegetation and the smiling 

Cherry blossom flowers, are shimmering 


In broad daylight; 
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Nature has woven a magical web, and nobody 


Wants to get out of its soothing embrace. 


Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is currently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 
Lucknow University. He has got two collections of poems 
titled Moon is Black and Circle of Life. He also has one 
collection of Hindi poems. His English poems have found 
place in different poetry journals and newspapers’ literary 
supplements. He has also authored two books on Law. 
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LOVAGE 

Once in the closed containers of her heart, 

very much like yours and mine, O women, 

A variety of spices--Pepper, vanilla, cardamom, 
stayed in storage; 

the Sun couldn’t find them! 

She knew the storage was critical 


to the lifespan of a spice. 


She wished to bring alive the spicy aroma 
catching up on life weary with toil 


discovering the flavours of togetherness. 


But thousands of ghostly nights 
descended on her decrepit shanty-- 
With an aching sense of being a woman, 


she recognized the creature 
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that’d been sleeping next to her-- 


A wolf: All claws and teeth! 


She wiped clean the red sindoor 

in the parting of her sticky oily hair, 
smashing the colourful glass bangles 
encircling her hands! 

The broken half circles sank beneath 


the hollows and dells of her memory! 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Ranjana Sharan Sinha is a 
poet, author and retired professor of English, S$.B. City 
College, RTM Nagpur University. She has received 
commendation from the former President of India, A.P.J. 
Abdul Kalam for one of her poems. Her poems, short stories, 
articles and research papers have been widely published in 
national and international dailies, magazines, e-zines, 
archives and journals in print and online including Sahitya 
Akademi’s Indian Literature. Two of her poems have been 
included in Postgraduate University Syllabus. Her poems 
have been translated and published into a number of foreign 
languages. She has authored and published 09 books in 
different genres and 50 research papers. 
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A SUMMER’S FAREWELL TALE 

Just a touch of sunshine on tender leaves 

And the tree smiles; white doves whisper notes 
A twitter so familiar to my ears; anecdotes 


Of childhood days even as the heart grieves. 


Just a gentle rustling sigh of parting breeze 
When they sail to caress the distance hills 
Moving on and on to wherever God Wills 


Even as they wave taking leave of trees 


Just a summer’s declining shine on fallen twigs 
Wishing it a brief reverie and a sweet repose 
A rejuvenated birth after the seasonal throes 


When the spring would pump life into the sprigs. 
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Just a tired summer hides for a period of prose 
As a season switches, last traces of scorch are erased 
Autumn entwines the environ, yellow is showcased 


Nature will reveal a new summer in its next dispose! 


Ravi Ranganathan: He is a writer, Poet and critic. He is 
also a retired banker settled in Chennai. He has to his credit 
three books of poems titled Lyrics of Life and Blade of 
Green Grass and Of Cloudless Climes. He revels in writing 
his thought-provoking short poems called ‘Myku’. His 
poems are featured regularly in many anthologies. He has 
won many awards for his poetry including recognition in 
Poiesis award for excellence of Poiesisonline; Sahitya 
Gaurav award by Literati Cosmos Society, Mathura; and 
Master of Creative Impulse award by Philosophyque 
Poetica. H contributes poems and articles regularly for 
monthly webzines. He is the Treasurer of Chennai Poets’ 
Circle. 
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A SUICIDE 

A moment came by 

It looked at you, watching the viral song 
which spoke of love entering naked into lives 
and leaving masked, realizing 

it had been shameless, reckless, too trusting 


and was being sent away for being what it was 


It then tip-toed up behind me 

giving me a sly nudge 

but I was busy scrubbing the sink 

and watching another batch of freshly baked poems 
free float down the drain 

swirling into sadder shapes 


as they gurgled their last 
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Looking back at us one last time 
it climbed onto the window sill and 


jumped to its death 


We did look at each other then 


for the wind chime wept faintly 


knowing another one was forever lost 
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Reena Prasad: Reena R’s poems have been published in 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Glomag, Duane’s Poe Tree, Mad 
Swirl, etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s Poet of the 
year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
in the ‘World Union Of Poet’s’ poetry competition, 2016 
and won an award for poetry in 2016 As ‘You Like It 
International Poetry Contest’, commemorating the 400th 
anniversary of Shakespeare. She won the Reuel International 
Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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THE SILENCE INSIDE THE NOISE 
each day completes itself 

when done with it, 

a stretch to dream, 


further lifetimes to breathe. 


each midnight’s exquisite instant reposes 
when personal power and internal dialogue fade, 
when the sky, absent the eyes, 


no longer need nourish the famished mind. 


each day completes itself 

when done with it, 

as the ringing of silence saturates with worthiness, 
scattering seeds to illuminate, 

bearing the heart of a child 

brimming with buoyancy, joy. 
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here within our lives 

each heart may surrender 

diving deeper into this space, 
bumping into ourselves, 
breathing alone inside the silence, 


well outside the noise. 


Robert Feldman: Born in Paterson, New Jersey, Robert was 
inspired by members of Paterson’s literary tradition, notably 
Allen Ginsberg and William Carlos Williams. Later, living 
in St. Louis, he organized poetry readings, produced and 
hosted a community-issues news hour and a biweekly bebop 
jazz radio program on KDNA-FM. After relocating to 
Bisbee, Arizona, Robert was instrumental in publishing 
some of Arizona’s most influential writers and in 1980 and 
collaborating with Lawrence Ferlinghetti’s “Mule Mountain 
Dreams”. Robert now resides in Tucson, continuing to write, 
paint, and play tabla, besides actively publishing his work 
for selected poetry magazines as well as his own collections. 
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PLAYING POSSUM 

So many instances of skinny fakery beyond the bedroom, 
checkered flag heraldry from post to pillar, 
bungee cord heartstrings pulled down out of the 
spinning silkworm sky, 

sO many so many say the controllers of crowds, 
so many that are not this playing possum 

by the side of the road, 

stuck in half-somersault, no motives 

to be questioned — the new inquisition 

must be going crazy! Someone has to be at fault, 


maybe the Episcopalians. 
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Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan Quinn Flanagan is a 
Canadian-born author residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, 
Canada with his wife and many mounds of snow. His work 
can be found both in print and online in such places as: 
Evergreen Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, Setu, 
Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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THE LOST MIND 

Oh... my beloved memories! 

The little Sparrows, 

Where have you gone? 

Come back to the foliage of my mind 


Where the cages are empty. 


Leaves of the tree 

That I am, has already fallen 
Like in the autumn falls, 
May not blossom again 


As the other trees do in the spring. 


Weeding of the sparrow is far away 
Flute winds are on my way 

Lament songs have become my guests 
Distant lands are in my sights 


I’m searching for a way for myself 
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Be patient if I am late to reach 

Hope, our contract you would never breach 

I’m confused about what all of your thoughts are 
I’m sadly sick and lost 

What I know is that I need you 

To be with me always at all cost 

Though the best of me is gone 


Do not fail to be beside me. 


Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A writer and painter 
hailing from Kerala, India. He is working as a freelancer in a 
BPO. He writes short stories, poems, and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), and 
periodicals with a pen name ‘Saleem Kattuchola’. He also 
writes English poems and articles in international magazines 
and newspapers. Saleem Raza is associated with news media 
as a columnist. He is the author of the book Voyage through 
Emotions. 
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MEMORIES 

How time does fly in the blink of an eye! 

With heavy heart and teary eyes I now bid goodbye. 
Fourteen long years, it feels just like yesterday 


When we stepped into school on our very first day. 


Meeting new playmates, with whom we grew up, 
Pen-fights, classroom cricket, chor-police were on top. 
We might fall, we might get into fights, 


But with a call for ‘Games!’ everyone unites. 


Lock-and-key, wall-touch, colour-colour and more, 
We played our entire break, till both feet were sore. 
Sports days saw fun, songs and chants so clever 


And somehow it was always Yellow House who was the 
cheater! 
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Dancing for our teachers, and they too danced for us, 
Eating and giggling on picnics, drinking from plastic cups. 
Christmas was a delight for all of us too - 


You would know if you went to a Catholic school. 


And when the time has all gone by, 
Memories are all that are left behind. 
And when we’ ve said the final goodbye, 


Memories are all that are left behind. 


Samixa Bajaj: I am a student from Guwahati, Assam. I’m 
currently preparing for my class 12 boards. GloMag has 
provided me with a regular forum on which I can present a 
piece of my soul through my writing, for which I am very 
grateful. Besides writing I love to read, dance (I am a Kathak 
dancer), sketch sometimes and I'm currently learning how to 
play the guitar. 
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PSYCHEDELIC TRANCE 
Morning dawn’s in the creases of nostalgia 


I breathe in the delectable effervescence of memories and 
dreams 


A curious concoction of the past and future - both beyond 
grasp 


And yet it’s here in the realm of uncertainty that my toes tap 
to a psychedelic trance dance 


The cold marble floor swirling into gyres of neon chaos 


A bit heady, a tad tipsy, 


I smile through tears, lips parting to a glimmer of my 
crooked rabbit teeth 


My eyes linger a bit too long on the barely visible, yet very 
much present strands of grey in the midst of those long 
golden tresses 


Sigh! 
It’s been tough, the year that’s gone by 


And yet uniquely humbling in its own way 
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Just the smile is what remains— 


A stubborn refusal to be bombed by tsunami waves of 
uncertainty 


Perhaps someday, I’ll be there 

Caressing those dreams and relishing bygone moments 

In the folds of an aching heart, 

Perhaps, one day, the impulsive scribbler will tell her story 
And how everything was so worth it 


Perhaps yes... 


Samrudhi Dash: Samrudhi Dash who writes under the 
pseudonym ‘Inara’ is a poet, author, editor and motivational 
speaker with a Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal 
Nehru University (JNU), New Delhi. She has to her credit, 
five poetry collections and three novels, her third novel titled 
Letters From A Stranger—A Life Changing Map having 
made it to the Amazon Bestsellers List at Rank 10 in 2020. 
She has contributed to several national and international 
anthologies, and is a recipient of the Nissim International 
Best Upcoming Poet Prize, 2019, the WE Strong Feminine 
Voices Award, 2020, the WE Women of Letters, 2022 and 
the Nissim International Prize for Excellence in Writing, 
2022. 
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FOOTSTEPS IN MEMORIES 

A free flow Saturday in strange times 
Brown rings left by coffee cups 

On a white window sill 

Dialog with oneself 

Dialogs with the world 

Dialogs with the people 

Ruling one’s head 

I ponder thoughts and philosophies 
And words, and carefully avoided rhymes 
My head screams “Stop!” 

My clock screams “Done!” 

My glass screams “Refill!” 


So its closing time, bar the shutters 
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Shut the door. Cheerio. 


“Cheerio, sir, if I may use the expression.” 


Notes: The last sentence of this poem is the last sentence 
from: “Very good, Jeeves!” P.G. Wodehouse. 


Sangita Kalarickal: She is a wordsmith crafting poetry and 
fiction. Her work has been published in several e-magazines, 
and anthologies. She utilizes her left brain at her day job in 
technology. Dr. Kalarickal lives in Minnesota, USA with her 
husband, kid, and her garden which she shares with wildlife, 
sometimes happily. 
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APATHY 
I could see nothing 
but splintered limbs, torn ligaments 


and a glass-eyed despair all around me. 


In a battered tree, 


hid a wing-less bird, trying to protect itself from sudden 
assaults. 


A caressing breeze erupted from somewhere, 
audaciously elbowing the comatose trees. 
Hey presto! Dreams once shackled, 

started swirling, 

unfurling, 


uncurling. 


Clasping infinite possibilities 


to its downy breast, a tiny bird 
215 


crested the vibrant breeze-reborn, 

wings fluttering with a joy untethered. 
She cruised the cloudless sky unfettered. 
But somewhere, a bedraggled young 


woman furtively slipped her dreams into a vault and 
smiled—hoodwinking a devil-may-care world. 


Santosh Bakaya: Recipient of the Reuel Award for poetry 
(for my poem, Oh Hark!) Setu International Award, 2018, 
Keshav Malik Award, 2019, I am a poet, essayist, novelist, 
TEDx speaker, biographer, and creative writing mentor, 
critically acclaimed for my poetic biography of Mahatma 
Gandhi Ballad of Bapu. My Ted Talk on The Myth of 
Writer’s Block is very popular. I write a weekly column 
Morning Meanderings in Learning and Creativity.Com, the 
first part of which is an e-book now. My two collaborative e- 
books, Vodka by the Volga with Dr. Ampat Koshy and 
From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal with Gopal Lahiri have 
been Amazon bestsellers. My latest book is Runcible 
Spoons and Peagreen Boats (poetry). 
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The best moments I see in toddler school 
Anyone would label me a fool 
Is that I see the joy of reuniting with mamma 


With so much glee and little drama 


The million dollar smiles more than any activity 
The expression of love I see 
The little laughs from the tiny faces 


That come after tying shoelaces 


Rushing into the mother’s arms 
As moms form a group, a huddle and a receiving swarm 
It’s amazing how God created the perfect solution— 


An answer to every question—a mum 
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Sara Bubber: Sara is a storyteller, writer, poet and an 
Animal communicator. She works as a content writer at 
Heartyculture Wellness. Sara spends time with books, her 
pets and her indie friends in the area! She is a fan of 
Bollywood over Hollywood and less known Hindi series! 
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LEARNING TO SING THE WORD 
In the beginning was the Word 

and the Word was a vibration 

and the vibration was a sound 

and the sound was a song 

and the song was a manifestation 

and the manifestation was an image of Creation 
and the Creation took on form 

and the form was chaos 

and the chaos brought about order 

and the order led to evolution 

and the evolution learned to adapt 

and the adaptation led to humanity 

and humanity became conscious 


and consciousness became the lyric 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: Scott Thomas Outlar is originally 
from Atlanta, Georgia. He now lives and writes in Frederick, 
Maryland. He is the author of seven books, and his work has 
been nominated multiple times for both the Pushcart Prize 
and Best of the Net. He guest-edited the Hope Anthology of 
Poetry from CultureCult Press as well as the 2019, 2020, 
2021, and 2022 Western Voices editions of Setu Mag. He 
has been a weekly contributor at Dissident Voice for the past 
eight years. Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Azerbaijani, Bengali, Cherokee, Dutch, 
French, Hindi, Italian, Kurdish, Malayalam, Persian, 
Serbian, and Spanish. More about Outlar’s work can be 
found at 17Numa.com. 
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RESISTANCE 

The fall of a utopian dream begins. 
Veiled new treasures wait for spring. 
How long will the curtain raisers take? 


Murmurs turn louder than thunder. 


The remnants of dead dreams are gone, 
but there is none to mourn or lament. 
The fulfilled and the unfulfilled wishes, 


all buried deep to forget with no regret. 


Newborn dreams wait to venture out 
Akin to curious kids ready to explore 
Restless bangs tear the iron curtain 


The new buds peep out one after one 
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Akin to gushing water from the dam, 
they run out of a blank, renewed mind. 
I see the dreams sprout as mushrooms 


after a fierce dance of the rain. 


The little kids may walk to victory 
or bring deadly thorns that pierce. 
But it was the spring, the transition, 


the tricky part of an ever-changing life. 


Shalini Samuel: She comes from a little village in 
Kanyakumari. She works as a content writer at Kai 
Marketing. She loves to write as it gives her more peace. 
Author of three poetry collections she thinks poetry is a 
beautiful form of art, where the poet writes out his/her 
deeper mind and the reader gets a glimpse of it. 
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A BROKEN HEART 
I loved her with all my heart 
Gave my all, a place in my heart 
Only to be used and discarded 


Like a used and old tattered shirt 


I loved her with all my heart 
Did her bidding, nothing short 
Hid my tears when I was ignored 


Drowned my sorrow in my heart 


I loved her with all my heart 
Wine helped hold the painful heart 
The alcohol helped dull the pain 


But would not heal the broken heart 
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I loved her with all my heart 
I did, right from the start 
I would die for her and give all 


Did break Kavi Shankara’s heart 


Shankar N Kashyap: I am an artist, author, poet and painter 
residing in Newcastle upon Tyne, UK. I am a Consultant 
Orthopaedic Surgeon. I have contributed to various 
anthologies, both National and International. I have also 
published 8 books so far including Medicolegal, Historical, 
Thriller as well as books on Poetry. I was declared “Author 
of the Year” on consecutive years 2017 and 2018. 
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SURROGATE FRIENDS 
Beyond far lines of the familiar, 
where reasons are plenty 

and thought is chameleon. 

Past home and my family, 

faith and its homily. 

Cycling ghosts of childhood. 


Pet creatures, splashing, and rupture. 


The farther I go, the closer the sky. 


The scent of wet earth 

is like dying and birth. 

I live in populous solitude, 
with birds, clouds, ancestors. 


I live in the company of wings. 
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My silence is song, my story is gone. 


I choose my friends each day. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He has contributed to various 
anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan Award for 
Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar_Varma 
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LET’S APPRECIATE BEAUTIFUL YET DIFFERENT 
CREATIONS OF GOD 


In the hallways of your school, you may see a child who 
seems different 


She may be the girl who always sits alone 
Or the boy who never talks to anyone 


Or a child who just cannot stop laughing or crying 


They look different from you— 
They are a little bit different than you 


They are just referred as Children with special needs 


They are the ones who are never allowed to play 
They are the ones who are never chosen first 


They are the ones who are often stopped by a stranger in the 
street and asked 
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“What’s wrong with you?” 


They are the ones who get told they are not normal and 
should stop disturbing others 


They have parents who love them, but are constantly worried 
About how their kids will survive after they grow old 
These kids must deal with bullies at school 


These kids must bear nasty words of some of their relatives 


They go through so much of pain, but they still expect the 
best from all of us 


They are quick to smile and slow to judge 
They have no malice or politics to play against each other 


You, special children are beautiful beings to teach us 
something new 


Even if the world laughs at you and blind to your talents 
You are often misunderstood, underestimated, and ridiculed 


One day the world will realise, what they lost when they 
pushed you aside 
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Shreya Suraj: She is a gold medallist in Mathematics, 
teacher, artist, photographer, and volunteer. She is a 
Mathematics teacher by profession and an artist by passion. 
She is the Founder of an art group called ANYBODY CAN 
DRAW on Facebook. She is also a volunteer in various 
environmental organisations which organises beach clean- 
ups and has done more than 200 beach clean ups in Qatar. 
She believes that each individual is unique and encourages 
every individual to do different types of art works using 
recyclable materials. Her principle in life is to do good to 
others unconditionally and without expectations. If your 
work is good, nature will definitely reward you. 
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EMBARKING ON A NEW JOURNEY 
In mother’s arms rests the new-born baby, 


Soon to open eyes to a whole new amazing world! 


Feeling emptied; yet full with 
joy, pain, exhaustion and relief— 
the first-time mother cradles the baby 


with acceptance and little disbelief! 


She looks at the little baby and feels the tender heartbeat, 
it has tiny hands, tiny feet 

tiny eyes, a tiny nose and 

the tiniest mouth ever seen! 

She falls in love at the very first sight, 


A lifetime of waiting it has been! 
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Love flows, gratitude flows, 
blessings flow and tears flow. 


A tumult of emotions arose, only, Time Froze! 


The father watches dazed— 
overwhelmed, speechless, uncertain, anxious and proud. 
“The best father I would be,” he 


decides leaving no place for doubt! 


Happy faces, happy smiles, 
All safe and done! 
Kissing his very own bundle of joy he realises, 


a New Journey has begun!! 
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Sindhu Rana: I am a poet and writer residing in Jalandhar, 
Punjab (India). I have contributed to various leading 
newspapers and journals; e-zines and anthologies. I am a 
scriptwriter and voice-over artist for documentaries. 
However, reading and writing remain my first love. 
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SOMETHING I LOOK AT—21 
Let me live my life 

the way you live your own 

with passion, dignity 


and a smile on lips 


Neither you created me 

nor I thrive on your charity 
like you I am a creation of his 
have every right to live my life 


as I wish 


Do not destroy me 
you have destroyed enough 
let me live and smile 


and let others too live and smile 
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That is why 
I and you are here 
to stand by each other 


live, love and wither 


You broke the law 

and destroyed the beautiful garden 
that nourished you all along 

only a few are left 

let them live and flourish 

or else you are but 


inviting your own finish 
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is a finance officer 
(Government of Odisha) from Padmapur, Jagatsingpur, 
Odisha, India. He is a multilingual poet, essayist and writer 
whose write-ups are published in newspapers and in several 
magazines, journals and anthologies. Three collections of his 
poems have been published: Mana Upabana; Aroma of 
Wilting Petals; and Something I Look At. He has several 
blogs. He has received Order of Mahatma medal; Kairat 
Dussinov Medal for poetic excellence; Haven International 
Muse award in 2020; Order of Shakespeare, Double Cross 
gold medal from World Union of Poets; International Faith 
Poet of the year by Destiny Poet International Community of 
Poets, Wakefield, U.K. (2019 and 2020). 
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THE CORACLE RIDE 


Nestled in the Western Ghats the river Tungabhadra lies as 
quiet as a lake, 


Where the coracle awaits interwoven with willows and 
canvas, most strong in its wake. 


Ready to float, spinning on its way with or against the tide, 
Awaiting its passengers’ for a long persevering ride. 


Its small circular structure belies its strength and passion, 
setting rules that passengers need abide, 


Steering its path through deep waters, balanced on both 
sides, 


It traverses through unchartered terrain, fathomless and deep 


Steered only by the expertise of the boatman even when 
swirling waters sweep. 


The balancing rock, the human shape representing various 
shapes, 


As the coracle dances with glee, laughing at human wonder 
even as life and time amazes. 


Venturing in unknown territory the passengers only lifeline 
being the coracle, 
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Faith, belief and prayer providing the only sustenance that 
can create miracles. 


Returning to firm land, wondering at Nature’s revelations, 
Awed, dazed and amazed at the spectacular phenomenon, 
For it teaches inter-dependence, trust and open-eyed wonder. 


Patience and concentration required to embark on a road less 
traveled, 


Just like the weary traveler, returning to the shore, awed and 
dazed at Nature’s marvel. 


Someeta Das: I am a retired Professor with twenty-eight 
years of teaching experience from Maharaja Manindra 
Chandra College, Kolkata. I am interested in writing poems, 
short stories and travel narratives and have published in 
GloMag, Setu, Muse India, Women’s era, and a number of 
e-zines. 
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Love is a twin-edged sword 

that slices and splices with just a word 
Love soars up and dives like a bird 

like a concerto hitherto unheard 

Love is an inexplicable emotion 

Love is a bottomless ocean 

Love is a magic potion 

that triggers an ecstatic explosion 

Love hurts and bleeds 

For forgiveness it always pleads 

Love is tyrant, a dictator 

and makes the lover alternate as the hater 
Love is that illegal squatter 

who refuses to budge through a squall or a storm 
Love is like matter 


that can never be destroyed but only changes form 
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Life has a beginning in birth, a finish at death and the in- 
between mess 


Love is endless. 


Sri N Srivatsa: Chennai-born Sri N Srivatsa is a retired 
banker living in New Delhi. A singer with the Madras Youth 
Choir for fifty years, he has worked with Arangam, Yatrik 
and Madras Players. Over the years, his poetry has been 
featured in several platforms. He has been pursuing 
translation of poetry from Tamil to English and vice versa 
plus a few in Hindi, as a passion. Seven volumes of Tamil 
poems by seven different poets translated by him have been 
published—all with the original in Tamil, besides Selected 
Poems of Kalyanji with just the English translation of one 
hundred poems of Vannadasan Sivasankaran. 


239 


REALITY 

Dreaming may be subtly good option for a while 
But the world is a sinister place, my love! 

Here, people end their lives in crises 


Ghettos with overflowing gutters exist in its developed part 
too 


Underbellies bulge with crime and drug addiction 


The menace of greed renders many destitute and below the 
line of minimal subsistence 


Even conscience of the men in power is not pricked 


Why do you wish to go to the haunts of nymphs and goblins 
amidst all of this? 


Turning a blind eye to the chaos around you 
Illusion is tender and benevolent 
But it shall always be illusion, a farce 


Open your discerning eye to the hues of grey and black that 
abound 


For this is the Reality! 
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Staffy Bhateja (Steffi): She is a poet, editor and painter 
hailing from The City Beautiful—Chandigarh. She has 
completed her Masters in English Literature from MCM 
DAV College, affiliated to Panjab University, Chandigarh 
and has also done Masters in Philosophy from _ the 
University's main campus, securing 2nd position in the entire 
university. Poetry and Painting are two of her biggest 
passions. As a writer, she has taken part in numerous 
anthologies under various publishing houses and has solely 
edited a book titled Catharsis under the Impish Lass 
Publishing House. She is the Chapter Head of Chandigarh of 
The Asian Literary Society. 
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FRIENDS 
I have friends in high and low places. 


Because I always see their smiling faces. 


Stephen Goetz: I’m a published poet from Lincoln City, 
Oregon, USA. I’m a Senior Street Performer. I love to 
dance. I’m a published poet in online poetry groups. I have 
received poetry awards from Motivational Strips and 
affiliate groups. I have appeared in consecutive poetry books 
put out by GloMag. 


242 


Fab February tastes like cranberry 
A bit sweet, a bit tangy could be a cherry 
There’s something in the air 


Lots of hanky-panky, now all that is fair. 


The day is painted red, all done and said 
'Be my valentine’ to traipse down the garden path led 
Roses offered and tossed around 


It’s the heart that’s on the merry-go-round. 


Cupid though is not stupid 
Strikes like thunderbolt rapid 
Once pierced the two fall like nine-pins 


Love blossoms amidst the hoo-haa and din. 


By evening some roses wilt 


Broken ones are sealed with silt 
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Rejected love is lovelorn and waits for another year 


With renewed vigour it pursues to serenade lovely dears. 


Mush is not my forte spare me St. Valentine. Give me a 
noose of twine or lives nine 


All the time I whine while others wine and dine 


I claim that my heart, body and soul is only mine. 


Valentine with his valet and thine 


Come out of closets to rise and shine. 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: She absorbs what she observes then 
she colours it with different shades of humour. She has 
delivered Meanderings of the Mind and Melangé. Many of 
her contributions have appeared in e-zines. A wanderer she 
wonders over the wonders sp(r)outed by the human mind. 
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FOR SURE 

Mist clad sky daunts me 

with its shrill chatters and expansive gestures 
yet, I shall be inclined to extend 

my heartbeat to your delightful core 

for I am eager to light up 


the extinguished feelings of yore 


the huge scarf of fervent hope 

that I wear with elan and ease 

does not permit me to whimper or sob 

nor step back and concede defeat 

for I scurry through remote possibilities with passion 


to assert my chance of winning 


wiggling in the vast stretch of ‘ifs’ and ‘buts’ 
my naive soul has learned how to persevere 


layered with chaste emotions 
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my heart chimes to the tunes of reaffirmation 


someday renewal of commitment would happen for sure. 


Sujata Dash: She is a poet from Bhubaneswar, Odisha. She 
is a retired banker. She has two published poetry anthologies 
to her credit: More than Mere-a bunch of poems and Riot 
of Hues, published by Authorspress. She is a singer, and an 
avid lover of Nature. She regularly contributes to 
anthologies worldwide. 
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On a snowy evening, you and me 
Between us just a cup of coffee 
Roaming your eyes here and there 


I'm an astute observer. 


The world around us is so busy 
Hovering for you my mind lazy, 
But in your own world you’re so busy, 


So the evening still freezy. 


Years we spent with ups and down 
My dark hair now turned to brown 
Still an answer unknown who are You 


The red rose that still waiting, is it for You? 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a poet, writing in English, 
from Kolkata (West Bengal, India) and belonging to a family 
of teachers. She has done Masters in English literature and 
honours in Bengali literature. She is the founder of an online 
poetry group and working as an admin for many such 
groups. Her poems have been published in several 
anthologies. She is a regular contributor to some blogs and 
ezines and the social media. Poetry, drama and music are her 
passions and she wants to continue on this journey till her 
last breath. 
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RAINY POOLS 
Rain batters Delhi 


after a scalding summer. 


The swamped sections 
of the roads 
across 


an obese city 


the new 
playgrounds 

for 

the prancing kids, 
otherwise cooped up 


in dark hovels. 
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Sunil Sharma: Sunil Sharma loves to listen to the stars, 
birds, winds and watch the sky. He tries to understand the 
eye-language and enthusiasm of the pet dogs—feel the pain 
and weight of the leash, trapped in a home-cage, bound with 
the chains, watched by Covid-19. Sunil has published 25 
creative and critical books—joint and solo. He edits the 
monthly Setu journal. 


https://www.setumag.com/p/setu-home.html 


For other details, please visit the website 


https://sunil-sharma.com 
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A DAY AT THE PARK 

It’s a beautiful sunny day 

perfect to sit in the park 

listening to the din of the birds and the crows 
the squirrels eyeing me as I eye them 

I try to converse but they scurry away 

a bench nearby sits solitary 

in deep meditation 

amidst the voices of strangers 

immersed in the murky waters of the world 
the fallen leaves cry out in muffled voices 
I pick up one and wipe out the stains 


layers of time peep out 
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Sunita Singh: She is a poet, author and _ storyteller, 
conversant in both English and Hindi. Her verses and stories 
are dipped in the ink of her heart and have found a place in 
many Indian and International anthologies and e-magazines. 
Her solo book of poems, Dance of the Flamingoes has also 
won an award. Sunita has been actively involved in 
promoting Indian languages by doing dramatized readings of 
stories by famous writers on various forums. She has 
recently come out with a biography of her father —‘Making 
of a Chief Justice of India, Life and Times of Justice Kamal 
Narain Singh’, which has been received well. 


252 


FOR...‘THE SHOW MUST GO ON’ 
On days when I wish to surrender 

The crimson blossom silently forbids 
Blooming in profusion 

In a secluded corner 


Unnoticed...unsung 


The solitary rose 

Pink and regal 
Captivates...centre-stage 
The inconspicuous crimson 
Valiantly embrace 

The gathering clouds 

The gusty wind 

In simply...Being 

Neither magnificence 

Nor splendor...or fragrance 


But just a Constant...unwavering 
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That bright crimson 

So consumed 

In its own existence... 

So emphatic in its message 
Of celebrating 

The Self...The Being 


Supatra Sen: Dr. Supatra Sen, currently Associate Professor 
in a reputed Kolkata college is a veteran academician, 
teaching and researching in the fields of Botany and 
Environment. Her international books, papers and reviews 
are chiefly in her professional subject. She has edited several 
UGC funded ISBN volumes and is also the founder and 
Chief Editor of an ISSN peer-reviewed multi-disciplinary 
academic journal ‘Harvest’ since 2016. Her tryst with poetry 
writing began in 2020 during the global pandemic and in 
October 2021 her poetry anthology My Autumn Sonata was 
published. 


254 


WHEN FOREVER SHALL FIND ITS END... 
love is the long and lasting journey to forever 
we stood by time to last long staying together 
travel far beyond the shore fulfilling a promises 


from the foliage of the past, as true love suffices 


the vastness of the sea brings us to nowhere 
the ripples of the waves only whisperings linger 
for the seeking soul visions beyond the unseen 


meddle among the clouds on a pathway forbidden 


stood by time enchanted with the hues of the sky 
created miracles of hope fulfilled in the heavens high 
hold you closer and feel your breath in the breeze 


the warmth that tows my slumbered heart from freeze 
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let me hold you to journey beneath the wandering sight 
beyond the horizons in the kaleidoscope of the sunlight 
with vows of promises from this broken heart to mend 


to love you still until ... when forever shall find its end 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and 
is now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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DON’T SHOOT THE MESSENGER 
Life asked her to dance 

and She danced 

Life asked her to sing 

She sang. 

“Laugh’’—said life 


and She laughed. 


Suddenly darkness appeared 

Embraced her 

On the Stage of Life 

a strange shadow play unfolded. 

The actor tried to force her to play along, 
which She refused to do. 

Nevertheless, 

Life stopped for a while and in 


this remarkable condition The Reviewer moved around 
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in search for the light, 

confused and blinded. 

She was the Messenger for God’s sake 
The Messenger. 


She never signed up for the role as a Sinner. 


Her legs felt weak and She knelt and crawled around 
The vulnerability tasted like blood, became her strength. 
The only option was to trust and stand up for Herself! 
Take no BS... 


Again life asked her to dance, and She danced. 


Svanhild Lgvli: She is a bilingual poetess, writing in 
Norwegian and English. She is currently living in Gj@vik, a 
little town in Eastern Norway. She is a freelance translator! 
She regularly publishes in GloMag. She has published in 
several poetry magazines worldwide, Poetry Planet, OPA 
and Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. She is an avid 
photographer, and also concerned with Nature conservation, 
Women’s rights and Family life. 
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LIKE WAITING!! 


Since you have cut the ropes of sleep, while you are waiting 
for your own self 


Go flow from you to yourself 
Like a secret blood just drawn from the bank of time. 


Oh displaced person to amputated places, while your eyelids 
shed from departure, sadness drops from the sweat of the sky 
sixty graves. 


While you wait for yourself 

Think of the children of death and the fires that burn. 
You should have died in order for us to sleep. 

You should have eaten the fire ignited from your waiting 
So you can expel your pain and render it to ashes. 

Die slowly when you come out of yourself 


Like a bouquet of flowers turned yellow, so I can feel the 
alienation and the empty loneliness. 


The bird that slumbered on a paper kite, stopped wailing on 
electricity poles. 


The heads of passers-by were giving him a fleeting look. 
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And a crazy camera stands in the middle of the road:” Oh 
my helplessness”! 


Oh air cut from the paper of time 


There are tricks that failed to cross, there are hands that erase 
in ink the face of sorrows. 


Oh traveller..! 
When you get tired of leaning on a cane waiting for yourself 


Remember that you are still breathing in the midst of this 
fire 


Due to your five daily prayers! 


Taghrid Bou Merhi: She is a Lebanese poetess, writer, and 
translator living in Brazil. She is ambassador of Brazil in the 
American P.L.O.T.S. Magazine and ambassador of Lebanon 
in the Association of the World Union of Writers and Artists 
UMEA Portugal. She has won several awards. She is Editor 
of several magazines, and has been published in several 
anthologies. Her poems have been translated into more than 
24 languages. Her books include: J. Songs of longing; 
2.The Keys of Science: Verses and Manifestations; 3. 
Philosophies at the Edge of the Soul; 4. Flowers Of Love; 
5. Wounds of the heart; 6. La Esperanza; 7. Mine Is Not 
Mine ; 8. Falling Alphabet 
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A SLICE OF SKY 
A Slice of Sky 

Is all one needs. 

To call one’s own 


To fly indeed. 


All the efforts, 
All the pains 
Are aimed 


At that single gain. 


To be recognized, 
To be known, 
To become a little famous 


All on one’s own. 


And once you 


Taste that little success, 


You become hungrier 


For a Li'l more progress. 


That’s how the 
Cycle of life works. 
And the sweet taste of fame 


Is its biggest perk. 


Uma Agarwal Bajaj: I have been contributing to Glomag 
for almost two years now! And Glory di’s trust in me has 
really made my pen a little creative. I am a Company 
Secretary by qualification, a homemaker by choice (since the 
last 20 years). Having been occupied with family and kids, I 
recently realized that I have the ability to pen some of my 
thoughts. I write both in English and Hindi and hope to 
better myself with each passing day. I read fiction whenever 
I get some time. Apart from this I love to cook and have a 
fascination for gardening (in my balcony). 
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PALLAVAN REVERIES 

“Right, right” says the conductor 

A second later his whistle shrills 
Accelerating with alacrity, the driver 


Out of the bus lane, quickly pulls 


I grab the hand hold lest I fall 
Plop on the nearest seat marked Ladies 
While trying to locate the smell 


Ah, fresh King, prawns and anchovies! 


My neighbour smiles and wiggles 
Making space by moving the fish basket 
Tinkling her merry colourful bangles 


And adjusts the jasmine in her plait 
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A few minutes into the bus ride 
I am accustomed to the smell now 
There a man with his grandchild 


On his first bus ride going “wow” 


Here a mother soothing her baby 
Ahead a young couple newlywed giggles 
Behind me a girl sucking on her candy 


The coy teenage girl, a boy whistles 


Nooks and corners connected by the bus green 


People watching reveries on Pallavan 
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Uma Vangal: I am a true blue Madras girl who dabbles in 
writing, critiquing, filmmaking, teaching, training and public 
speaking. Poetry had always been a part of my life but only 
recently, I discovered this amazing community of poets and 
thinkers. I have multiple interests ranging from cuisine to 
couture, cinema to camping, mandalas to mantras, public 
speaking to plant climbing, yard work to yoga, training to 
teaching and being a mentor to young aspiring writers, 
orators and filmmakers. In my many avatars, I focus on 
Indian values, gender sensitivity, compassion and a strong 
ethical and environment friendly approach. My motto is 
“anything is possible if you set your mind on it”. 
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DOLL HOUSE 
How gently you were admonished 
Picking up a doll 
Barely all of two 


You! You must never play with dolls 


Your sex ordains you 
Hold back those tears 
Hem in the softness 
The alpha male 

False bravado—forever 


Your tribe must perform 


It takes a very special woman 
To find that ‘you’ 
And your tears 


To lead you home 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a French teacher and poet in New 
Delhi, India. Her poems have been published in national and 
international websites like ‘Glomag’, ‘Mad Swirl’, ‘Scarlet 
Leaf Review’, ‘North of Oxford’, ‘Grey Sparrow Journal’, 
‘Lothlorien Poetry Journal’, ‘The Piker Press’, ‘Dissident 
Voice’, ‘Borderless journal’, ‘Madras Courier’, etc. She has 
featured in other anthologies too. She has recently featured 
in Fine Lines—a print quarterly literary Journal based out of 
Nebraska. ‘Her cinema articles appear regularly in ‘Just- 
cinema’ and Daily Eye. She was a jury member for the ‘All 
India Poetry Competition’ organized by ‘Cocoa-Butter’ and 
also co-edited their debut print anthology that resulted from 
this competition. 
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NO FRIEND LIKE A SIBLING 
Come, my dears 

Let’s break 

from the delusion of distress 
Caught as are we 

in the vortex of growing up 
Weakened, struggling, trying to flee 
from monsters none but we have created. 
Come, let’s to the clouds 

floating in the fluff, free as the birds 
And when we reach the moon 

let’s climb on to the marbled orb 
and play catch 

like we did when young. 

Later, we can skip 

from one star to another 

chasing our dreams 


and who knows, we might 
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on one of the stars 
meet mother and father 
and then 


we could be family once again. 


Vidya Shankar: A widely published writer and poet, an 
English Language teacher, a ‘book’ in the Human Library, 
author of two poetry books, and editor of four anthologies, I 
love experimenting with new writing techniques and 
exploring various poetry forms. When I am not writing free 
verse, I am crafting haiku and haibun. Featured in a unique 
coffee table book, ‘50 Inspiring Women boys and girls 
should read about, Chennai Edition’, I find meaning to my 
life through yoga and mandalas. 
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CATCH UP 
Your eyes are filled with 
Remembered tears, hiding behind 


A nameless truth - - 


And all your todays are spent 
Waiting for yesterdays to catch up 


And apologize 


With a restless crowd of images: 
You, frolicking on a beach 


On the stage, singing someone’s song 


Dressed as someone else’s bride - - 


Blushing, blowing out birthday candles 


Your breathless shadow on the wall 
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Stirring someone’s senses - - 
Confessions often come too late 


Like the lonely wave from a platform - - 


Promises, like passions, grow weak in time 
And your bruises are laid bare for all to see: 


Your arms embrace a happy silence. 


Vijay Nair: I retired as Associate Professor, Department of 
English, Government Victoria College Palakkad, Kerala. I 
taught English Language and Literature in various colleges 
for 31 years. I was awarded the Reuel International Prize. I 
was the ‘Critic of the Year’ for three years and ‘Poet Of The 
Year’ (2018) at Destiny Poets, UK. I have been fortunate to 
have had my poems nominated on 8 occasions as ‘Poem of 
the Month’ at Poets, Artists Unplugged. Three of my poems 
have been included in the PG syllabus of BBMK University, 
Dhanbad. My short stories have appeared in Dynami Zois 
[Virasat], The Road Taken [Impish Lass] and in Cocoon 
Stories: Imprints of Childhood [AuthorsPress]. 
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IF I WERE TO DIE TODAY 

If I were to die today 

To my daughters I have this to say 

Live your life to the fullest 

Live happily with no regrets 

Live in the knowledge that you have me 
To give you support and company 

Live with joy 

Live with freedom 

Live doing all the good you can 

Live without fear of anyone 

Live doing right by yourself and everyone 
Live without hurt 

Live without hurting 


Life is meant to be a celebration 
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Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator, editor, 
reviewer living in Calicut, Kerala. She works as State Tax 
Officer in the State GST Department. She has translated for 
the Kerala Sahitya Akademi; co-editor and participating poet 
of the anthology ‘Umbilical Chords: An Anthology on 
Parents Remembered’; co-edited and contributed to ‘The 
Roseatte Sonnet Anthology’; co-edited and contributed to 
the short story collection, “Cocoon Stories: Imprints of 
Childhood’ (Authorspress). Her poems and short stories 
have been included in various anthologies. Her debut poetry 
collection is Ashtavakra and Other Poems. Her latest book 
Penpiravi—Birth of A Woman (Authorspress) is the 
translation of the contemporary Malayalam poet Giria 
Pathekkara’s poetry collection. 
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